




tragedy 

OF 

HAMLET 

Trince of ‘Denmark^. 

Newly Imprinted and inlargcd, according to the true 
and perfed Copy laftly Printed. 

w v 

BY 

William Shakes>iare. 



LONDON, 

Printed by fV. S. for I oho Smethwick?, and are to be fold at hit 
Shop in Saint Dnnfiuns Church-yard in Flcetftrcct ; 
Vnder the DialL 









trag 



H AML 

P R 1 N 

OF 

Denmark 



Enter Bar.kar.do, W F r. a n c 
two Sentinels. 



Hofe there ? 

Nayanfwerme. Stand and 
felfe. 

Long Hue the King. 

Samar do. 

“Bar. tiee. 

A a Tran* 



Fr 4^# 



"Ban 



Fran. 




The Tr age die o/Hamlet 

Fran You comcmoft carefully vpon yourhoure. 

Bar. ’Tis now ftrooke twduc, get thee to bed Francifc. 
F/4».Forthis rchefe much thanks, tisbitter cold. 

And I am fick at heart. 

Bar. Haue you had guard t 
Bran. Not a MouCe hiring. 

Bar* Weil, good night : 

If you doc meet Horatio and MarcelUu. * 

The riuall* of my watch, bid them make haft. 

Enter Horatio and Mar* 
alba* 

Francifc. . I thinke I heare them , fond ho, who is 
there ? 

Hora. Friends to this grounds 
Mar . And Leegemen to the Dane. 

Fr**. Giue you good night*. 

CMarrellm. O , farewell honift Souldiers , who hath re- 
Jie^’d you ? 

h * tb »y P la « i g«ue you good night„£jt*f Fran, 
M ar.Ho iia awards. 

Bar. Say what, is Horatio there ? 

Hora. Apceccof him. 

Bar. Welcome Horatio , welcome good MarceUus. 

Hora. What ha’s this thing appear’d agaihe to nieht l 

Bar. I haue feene nothing. 

i-Mar. Horatio fayes ’tis but a faneafie. 

And w 11 not let beliefc take hold of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feenebf vs. 

Therefore I haue ihtreated him along. 

With vs to warch the minutes of this night, , 

That if againe this apparition come, • 

He may approueour eyes and fpeake to it, 

Hora. rulh,Tu(h, ’twill not appears 
Bar. Sit downe a while, 

And let vs once againc affaile yourcarcs, 

■tv 



Prince of Denmarke. 

that are fo fortified againft our ftory, 

What we haue two nights feene. 

Hora. Well, fit we downe, 

And let vs heare ’Barnard, fpeake ef this. 

fr.™ rf* P.I., 

, Had made his courfe t’illumio that part of heauen 

Where now it burnes, OW arttUu* and my lelte 
The Bell then beating one. 

Enter Ghoft. 

Mar. Peace breake thee off looke where it comes againc^ 

Bar . In the fame figure like the King thats dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Schollcr fpeake to it Horatio. 

Hora. Moft like, it horrowes me with fcare and wonder* 

Bar . It would be fpokc tOo 

Mar. Speake to it Horatio . 

Hora. What art thou that vfurpft this tune of night, 
Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

In which the Maicfty of buried ‘Denmark* 

Did fomtimes marchsby heauen I charge thee lpcak. 

Mar. It is offended. 

‘Bar. See it ftaukes away. 

Hora. Stay, fpeake, fpeake I charge thee fpeake. 

Exit Ghofl. 

Mar. Tis gone and will not anfwerc# 

Bar. How now Horatio , you tremble & lookpalc. 

Is not this foroething more then phantafie ? 

What thinke you of it ? 

Hora . Before my God I mi ght not this beleeue^ 

Without the fenfiblc and true auoucb 
Ofmincowneeici. 

A i Mato. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Mar. Is it not like the King? 

Horn. As thou art to thy felfe : 

Such was the very Armor he had oo, 

When t.e the ambitious Norway combated, 

So frownd he once when in an angry parlc 
He (mote the (leaded Pollax on the ice. 

Tis ((range. 

Mar. Thus twice before and iumpe at this dead houre. 
With Martiall ftauke hath he gone by our watch. 

Hora. In what particular thought, to work e Iknow not. 

But in the groffe and fcope of mine opinion. 

-This bodes fome ((range eruption to our date. 

Mar. Good now (itdowne, and tell me he that knowes. 
Why this fame drift and moftobferuant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubieft of the Land, 

And with fuch daily coft of brazen Cannon 
And forraine Mart for Implements of warre, 

Why fuch impreffe of (hip-wrights, whofe fore taske 
Does not diuide the Sunday from the weeke, 

What might be toward, that this fweatiehafte 
Doth make the night ioint labour with the day, 

Who ift chat can informe me ? 

Hora. That can I. 

At lead the whifper goes fo, our lad King, 

Whofe Image euen but now appear’d to vs. 

Was as you know by Fortinbrajfe of Norway, 

Thereto prickt on by a mod emulate pride. 

Dat’d to the combate; in which our valiant Hamlet, 

(For (o this fide of our knowne world edeem’d him) 

Did (lay this Fortmbratfe, who by a feald compaft 
Well ratified by Law and Heraldrie 
Did forfait (with his life) all thefe his lands 
Which he flood feaz’d of, to the conquerour. 

Againd the which a moicy competent 
Was gaged by our King, which hadreturne 
Tothe inheritance of Fortinbrajfe, 



Prince o/Denmitkc. 

Had he bin vanquilher; as by the fame comart, 

And carriage of the Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet; now Sir,yong Fortmbrafe 
Ofvnimprooued mettle, hot and full, 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 

Sharkt vpalift oflawleflferefolutes 

For food and diet to fome enterprise 

That hath a ftomake in t, which no other 

As it doth well appearc vnto our Rate 

But to recouer of vs by ftrong hand 

And tearmes compulfatory, thofe forefaid land* 

So by his father loft ; and this I take it, 

Is the mainc motiue of our preparations 

The fource of this our watch, and the chiefe head 

Of this poft-haftc and romeage in theland. 

Bar. I thinkc it be no other but euen fo ; 

Well may it fort that thisporcentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch fo like theKing 
That was and is the queftion of thefe warres. 

Hora * A mote it is to trouble the minds eie : 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome , 

A little ere the mightieft luliw fell 

The graues flood tennant!effe,and the fheeted dead 

Didfqucake and gibber in the Roman ftreets 

As ftarres with traincs of fire, and dewes of bloud 

Difafters in the Sun; and the moift ftarre, 

Vpon whofe influence Neptmes Empire ftands. 
Was fick almoftto Doomefday with edipfc 
And euen the like precur(e of fierce euetits. 

As Harbingers preceding ftill the fates 
And Prologue to the Omen comming on 
Haue Heauen and Earth together demooftrated 
Vnto our Climatures and Countrimen. 



Enter Gboft* 

But foft, behold, io where it comes againe 





The Tragi die of Hamlet 

Tie croffe it though it blaft me rftay illufion, It Jpreads 
If thou hatt any found or vfe of voice, hie arm* r. 

Speake to me, if there be any good thing to be done 
That may to thee doe eafe and grace to me, 

Speake to me. 

If thou artpriuieto thy Countries fate 
Which happily foreknowing may auoid, 

O fpcake : 

Or if thou h^fl vphoorded in thy li fe 
Extorted creature in the wombe ofearth, 

For which they fay your fpirits oft walke in death. The Cockg 
Speake of it, flay and fpcake, flop it Marcellw. crowes. 

Mar. Shall I flrike it with my pattizan ? 

Hor. Doe if it will not (land. 

Bar. Tis heere. 

Hor. Tis heere. 

Mar. Tis gone. 

We doe ?t wrong being fo Maiefticall 
To offer it the (how of violence, 

• For it is as the aire, invulnerable. 

And ourvaine blowes.malicious mockery. 

•Bar At. was about to fpeak when the cock crew. 

Hor. And then it flatted like a guilty thing, 

Vpon a fearfull fummons ; I haue heard. 

The Cock that is the Trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his loftie and Thrill founding throat 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
Whether in Sea or Fire, in Earth or Aire, • ♦ 
Th'cxtrauagant and erring fpirit hies 
To his confine, and of the truth heerein 
This prefent obieft mad e probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock, 

Some fay that euer gainft that fealon comes, 

Wherein our Sauiourt birth is celebrated 
This bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dare ftirre abroad 
The nights are whollome,then noPlanets flrike, 

NoFaiiy takes, nor witch bath power to charme 
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Prince e/Denmarkc 

Crthallowed and fo gracious is that time. , 

S ° Hor So haue I heard and doe inpart beleeueir, 

_ . 'vr the morne in ruffet mantle clad 

BArnM. 

Breake we our watch vp and by mv aduifc, 
let vs impart what we haue feene to night 

Vnto young HamI*** f° r v P or l 

This fpirit dumbe tors, will fpeakc to him : 

Doc you confent we (hall acquaint h.m with it 

As needfull in our loues fitting our dutie. 

A Mar. Lets doo’t I pray, and I this morning know 
Where we (hall find him moft conuement. Exeunt. 

Flour, Jh. Enter Claudius, Kingof Deumarkf, Gertradtbe 
OtttcHC , Conn fail* •* ** Polontus* andbts So*** Lact- 
tu* Htmlct* c*m Aliji* 

Claud Though yet of Hamlet our deare brothers death 
The memory be gteene, and that it vs befitted 
To beare our hearts in griefe & our whole kingdom. 

To be contra ^cd in one brow of woe. 

Yet fo farhath diferetion fought with nature. 

That we with wifeftfotrow thinke on him 
Together with remembrance of out felues : 

Therefore our fometime Sifter, now our Qiieene 
Th* Imperiall ioyntreffe to this warlike State 
Haue we as tw«e with a defeated ioy 

With an aufpitious, and a dropping eye. 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in, manage, 

Inequall fcale weighing delight and dole 
Taken to wife: nor haue we herein bard 
Your better wifdomes, which haue freely gone 
With this affaire along (for all our thankes) 

Now follow es th at you know young Fort,nbraf[t % 

Holding a weakefuppofall of our worth 
Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our flare to be difioy t, and out of frame 
Collegued with this dreamt of his aduantsge 
He hath not faild to pellet rs with meflage. 

B Im 





TbeTragectie 0/ ftamlec 

Importing tlie furrender of thofc Lands 
Loft by his father, with ail bands or I_3 w 
To our moft vaiiant brother, fo much for him s 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting. 

Thus much the bufinerfe is,we haue here writ 
To Norwaj Vnclc of young Fortenbr* tfe JU \~ 

Who impotent and bedred fcarcely heares 
Of this his Nep'ewes purpofe; to fupprefle " 

His further gate herein, in rhatthe leuies. 

The lifts, and full proportions arc all made 
Out of his fubieff , and we here difpatch. 

You good Comtltui, and you 'ValtemamL, 

For bearers of ihis greeting to old Norway, 

Giuing to you no further perfonall power 
To bufineffe with the King, more then the fcope 
Ofchefe delated Articles allow : 

Farewell, and lecyour haft commend your dutie. 

Cor. Vo. In that, and all things will we (he w our duty* 
King. We doubt it nothing, hartily farewell. 

And now Laertes whats the newes with you? 

You told vs of tome lute, what ift Laertes ? 

You cannot fpcake of reafon to the Dane 

And lofeyour voicejwhat would’ft thoubeg Laertes- 

That (hall not be my offer, not thy asking. 

The head is not more natiue to the heart 
The hand more inftruo^entall to the mouth 
Then is the throne of Denmarke to thy father. 

What would’ft thou haue Laertes l: 

Lar. My dread Lord. 

Your leaue and fauourto returne to Trance, 

From whence though willingly I came to Denmark#, 
Tofhcw my dutie in your Coronation; 

Yet now I muft confeffe, that dutie done 
My thoughts and wifhes bend againe toward France, 

And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon. ^ 

Kino. Haue you your fathers leaue, what faies polontm 
Polo. He hath my Lord wrung from me toy flow leaue 
By labourfome petition, and at laft 
Vpon his will I feald my hard content. 






Prince e/Denmarke; 

I doc befeceh you giuc him leaue tagoe. 

JG»p Take thy faire houre Laertes , timfc bethine^ 

And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will : 

Bu(f now my Coulin Hamlet , andlmy fonne. 

Ham. A little more then kin, and lefle then kind* 

King. How is it that the clouds ftill hang on y ou* 

Haw. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the Tonne. 
Queene. Good Hamlet call thy flighted colour off 
And Jec thine eic looke like a friend on Denmarke 7 
Doe not for cuer with thy vailed lids, 

Seeke for thy noble father in the dull. 

Thou know’ll tis common all that liucs muft die, 

Palling through nature to ecernitie. 

Ham. I Madam, it is common. 

Quce • If it be, 

Why feemes it foperticuler with thee. 

Ham. Seemes Madam, nay itis,I knownot feemes* 

Tis not alone my inkie cloke could Another, 

Nor.cuftoraarie Sutes of folemne blacke, 

Nor windie ftifpiration of forft breath* 

No, nor the fruitfull Riuer in the eie, 

Nor the dcicdled hauiour of the vifage. 

Together with all formes, moods, fhapes of griefc 
That can deuoute me truly, thefe indeed feeme. 

For they are aftions that a man might play. 

But I haue that within which pafles Ihew, 

Thefe but the trappings and the fuites of woe. * 

King. Tis fweet and commendable in your nature Hamlet* 
To giuc thefe mourning duties to your father. 

But you muft know your father loft a father. 

That father loft, loft his, and the furuiuer bound 
In filliall obligation for feme tearme 
T o doe obfequious forro wes, but to perfeuer 
In obftmate condolement, is a courfe 
Of impious ftubbornnefle,tis vnmanly griefe* 

It fhewes a will moft incorredl to Hcauen, 

A heart vnfortified, or minde impatient* 

An vnderftanding fimple and vnfchooldj 
Bor what wc know muft be, and is as common 

B 2 A* 





the Tragedie of Hamlec 

As any the moft Tulgarthint* to fence, 

Why (bould we in our peeuiihoppohuoi* 

Take it to heart, fie, tis a fault coheauen, 

A fault againft the cfead, a fault to nature, 

To reafon moft abliird, whofe common theamc 
Js death of fathers, and who ftill hath crycd 
From the firft courie, till he that died to day 
This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This vnpreuailing woe, and thinke of vs 
As of a father, for let the World take note 
You are the moft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lcffe nobilitic of loue 

Then that which deareft father bcares his fonne, 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent. 

In going backc to fchoole to Wittenberg y 
It is moft retrograd to our defire. 

And we befcech you bend you to remaine 
Heere in the cheare and comfort of our eie, 

Our chiefeft Courtier, Coufin , and our fonne. 

Qm. Let not thy mother loofc her praiers Hamlet, 

I pray thee ftay with vs , goe not to Wittenberg . 

Ham. I (hall in all my beft obay you Madame. 

King. Why, tis a louing and a fairc reply , 

Be as our felfe in Denmark^, Madame come, 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sics Trailing to my heart, in grace whereof. 

No iocond health that Denmarke drtnkes to-day, j 

But the great Canon to the ctoudes (hall tell. 

And the Kings rowfethe Heaucn lhal brute againe, | 

Refpeaking earthly thunder; come away. FUwf.GXemt aU 
Ham. O that this too too fallied flefh would melt, but Hamlet. 
Thaw and refolue it felfe intoa dew, 

Or that the euerlafting had not fixe 

His f-annon gain!) feale flaughter,0 God^God, 

How wary, ftalc,flat, and vnprofuable 
Seen.e to me all the vfes of this World ? 

Fie on’t, ah fie, tis an vn "ceded Garden, _ 

That growes to feed, thing* ranke & groffc in nature, 

Poffeffe it mccttty that it fliould come thus 
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Prince o^Denmarke. 

But two menetlu dead, nay not fo much, not two-. 

So excellent a King, 'hat was to this 
Hyperion to a Satyre, fo teg to my mother. 

That he might not beteeme the winds of Heauen 

Vifit her face too roughly : beauen and earth 
Mufti remember, why fhe fhould hang on him 
As if in create of appetite had grownc 
Bv what it fed on, and yet within a mencth, 

Let me not thinke on’t ; frailtie thy name is woman 
A little month. Or ere thofefliooes were old 
With which (he followed my poore fathers bodie 
Like Nt»be all teares, why fhee 
o God ! a beaft that wants difeourfe of reafon 
Would haue mourn’d longer, marled with my Vncle, 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Then I to Hercules , within a moneth. 

Ere yet the fait of moft vnrighteous teares 

Had left the fiulhing in her gauled eies 
She married Oh ! moft wicked fpeed 5 toperft 
With fuch dexteritie to inceftious fheets, 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good, 

But breake my heart for I moft hold my tongue. 

\ Enter Horatio 9 tjWar cellos and Bernardo* 

Hora. Haile to your Lordftrfgj (felfe. 

Ham , Iamgladtofceyouweif;Hi?r^/>, or I doe forget my 
Hora. The fame my Lord, and your poore feruant cuer. 

Ham. Sirmy £ood friend, Ilechange that name with you^ 
And what make you'from Wittenberg , Horatio f 
Marcellpts • 

May . My good Lord. 

Haw* I am very glad to fee you (good euen fir) 

But what in faith make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hoya % A truant difpofition good my Lord. 

Ham, I would not hcare your enemie fay fo, 

Nor fhall you doe my earc that violence 
T o make it trufter of your o wne report 
Againft your (bite, I know you are no truant, 

But what is your affaire i nElfonourc ? 

Weclc teach you for to drinkc ere you depart. 

B j Hew* 
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j4»r*. My Lord, I came to fee your fathers funeral. 

Ham. I prethee doe not mock me fellow fludent, 

I thinke it was to rely mothers wedding. 

Hera. Indeed tny Lord it followed hard vpon. 

i&w.Thrifr, thrift, Horatio, the funeral bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifli forth the marriage tables, 

Would 1 had met my deareft foe in Heauen 
Or cuerl had feene that day Horatio, 

My father me thinkes I fee my father. 

Horn. Where my Lord ? 

Ham. In my minds tic Horatio. 

Hera. I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man take him for all in all 
I fliall not looke vpon his like againc. 

Bora. My Lord, I thinke I law him yefternighc. 

Ham. Saw, who? 

Bora . My Lord the King your father. 

Ham. The King my father ? 

Bora. Scafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentiue earetill I may dcliuer 
Vpon the witnelfe of thefe Gentlemen 
This maruaile to you. 

Bam. For Gods loueletmeheare? 

Bora. Two nights together Mfl thefe Gentlemen, 
JHarce lint, and 'Barnarolo, on thd.i watch, 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night y 

3cene thus incountred, a figure like your father 
Armed ac point, exa&ly Cap apea 
Appcares before them, and with folemne march. 
Goes ftow.and (lately by them; thrice he walkc 
By their oppreftand fearefurptized eies, 

* Within this trnnehions length, whil’d they dtdnl d 
Almofi to gelly, with the aid of feare 
Stand durnbe and fpeake not to him; this to me. 

In drcadfull fectecie impart they did, 

And \ with them the third night kept the watch, 

Wi f reas they had deliuered both in time. 

Forme of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The apparition comes : I knew yout father. 
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. ' , Prince of Denmarke. 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this ? , 

Mar. My Lord vpon the platforme where we watcht. 

Ham. Did you not fpeake to it ? 

Bora. My Lord, I did, 

$ jjffi anfwer m ade ft none, yet once me thought 
It lifted vp it s head and did addreffe 
It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake ; 

But euea then the morning Cock crew loud, 

Agd at #^fefind it (hrunke in hall a way 
And vanilht from our fight. 

Ham. Tis verie ftrange. 

Horn* As I doe liue my honor'd Lord tis trun 
And we did thinke it writ downc in our dutic 
To let you know of it. 

H*m. Indeed firs but this troubles nfc. 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

All. Wc doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d fay you? 

All. A m’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? . -JT 

AH . My Lord from head to foot* , r!?t m ^ 

Ham. Then Caw you not hit face ? 

Bora. O yes my Lord, he wore his bcauer rp. 

Ham. Whatlook’chefrowniogly ? * 

Hora. A countenance more inforrow then ill angcr^ 

Ham. Pale or red? - f - 

Hora*. Nay verie pale. 

Ham. And fixt his cies vpon you? — 

Hora. Moft conftantly. 

Ham* I would I had beene there. 

Hora. It would hauc much amaz’d you. 

Ham . Verie like sftaid it long? 

Hora. While one with moderate hade might tell a hundred** 
Both. Longer, longer. 

Hora . Not when I faw't. 

Ham o His beard was griffeld, no* 

Hora* It was as I hauc fee nc it in his life 
AfablefiluerU 

Um\ 
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Ham. I will watch to night 
Perchance twill walke againe. 

Hera. I warn’tic will. 

Ham. Ifit a flume my noble fathers perfon, 
llefpeake t© it though hell it felfe fhould gape 
ft nd bid me hold my peace; I pray y ou all 
If you haue hitherto con ceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in y our filence ftill, 

And whatfocuerelfc (hall hap tonight, 

Giue it an vnderftanding but no tongue, 

I will requite your loues, fo fate you well: 

Vpon the platforme twixt cleuen and twelue 
lie tifit you, 

sM Our dutie to your honour. Extant. 

Ham, Your loues as,mine to you, farewell. 

My fathers fpirit (in armtfs) all is not well, 

I doubt feme foule play, would the night were come 
Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deeds will rife 
Though all the earth ore-whelme them to mens cies. 1 
Enter Laertes and Ophelia his Sifter* 

Laer. My neceffaries are imbarkt, farewell. 

And filler as the winds giue benefit 
And conuay, in afliftant, dot not fleepe 
But let me heare from you. 

Op be. Doe yol» doubt that? 

Laer. irSt Hamlet and the trifling of his fauour f 
Hold it a falhion, and a toy in bloud, 

A violet in the youth of primie nature. 

Forward, not permanent, fweet, notlafting, 

The perfume andfuppliance of a minute 
No more. 

Ophe . No more but fo. 

Laer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant;does nor grow alone, 

Intbewcs andbulkes, but as this Temple waxes 
The inward fcruicc of the mind and foule 
Growes wide withall, perhaps he loues you now. 

And now no foile not cautell doth befmerch 
The venue of his will, bnt you muft feare. 




Prince of Denmarke? 

His crfcatncffe waid, his will is not his owne© 

He may not as vnualued per fons doe ? 

Craue for himfelfe, for on his choice depends 
The fafetie and health of this whole ftate, 

And therefore muft his dioife be'circurafcrib’d, 
Vnto the voice and yeelding of tha c bodie. 

Whereof he is the hcad,thenifhefaics he loues you, 
It fits your wifdomc fo farre to beleeue it 
As he in his^garticular and place 
May giue his faying deed, which is no further. 

Then the maine voice of Denmark goes withall. 
Then weigh what lofle ydur honour mdy fuftaine, 

If with too credent care you lift his fongs 
Or loofe your heart, or your chaft treafureopea, 
Tohis vnmaftred importunities 
Feare it Ophelia, feare it my: dear e lifter. 

And keepe you in the rearc of your affc&ion 
Out of the (hot and danger of defire, 
lt The charieft maide is prodigall enough 
If flic vnmaske her bcautie to the Moone. 

“ Vertue it felfe fcapes not calumnious ftrokes 
“ The Canker gaules the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difcWd, 

Atid in the morne and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaftraencs are mofl iminent. 

Be wnie then, beft fafetie lies in feare. 

Youth to it felfe rebels, though none elfe neere. 

Ophe* I fhall the efFed of this good leffon keepe^ 

As watchmen to my heart: but good my brother 
Doe not as forae vngracious Pallors doe. 

Shew me the fteepe and thornie way to heauen 
Whiles a puft, and recklcs libertine, 

Himfelfe the primrofe path of daliance treads. 

And reakes not his o wnc Reed. Enter Poleniw m 
Laer* O feare me not, 

I flay too long, but heere my father comes 
A double bleffing, is a double grace, 

Occafion fmiles vpon a fccond leauc. 

PeL Yet here Laertes? aboord^aboord for flianje* 

C 
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The wind fits h the ftioulder of your failc. 

And you are dated for, thereby bleffing with thee-. 

And chefe few precepts in thy memorie 

Lookc thou chara&er, giue thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any vnpropoftio'V-d -thought his adf, 

Be thou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar, 

Tbofe friends thou haft and their adoption tried, 

Grapple them vnto thy foulc withhoopes of fteelej 
But doe no: dull thy palme with entertainment 
Of eich new hatcht vnfledgd courage jheware 
Of entrance to aquarrell, but being m, 

Beat’t that th’ oppofer may beware of theei 
Giue eueric man thy care, but few thy voice. 

Take each mans ccnfure, butreferue thy iudgement, 

Coftly thy habit as thy purfc can buy, 

But no' expreft in fancie; rich not gaudie, 

For the apparel! oft proclaimes the man : 

And they in France of the beft ranke and ft* •>;, 

Arc of a molt feleft and generous, chiefe in t tat ? 

Neither a borrower nor a lender boy, 

For loue oft loofe> boh it fclfc and friend, 

And borrowing dulleth the edge of husbandry s 
This aboue all, to thine owne fclfc be true 
And it muft follow as the night the day 
Thou canft nor then befalfe to any man : 

Farewell my bleffing feafon this in thee. 

Laer. Mofl humbly doe I take my leaue my Lord. 

Pol. The time inuefts you, go.yourferuants tend,. 

Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember well 
What I haue faid to you, 

Ophe. Tis in my memorie loekt 
And you your felfe (hall keepe the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell-. Exit, Laertes* 

Pol. What ift Ophelia he hath faid to you ? - i 

Ophe- Sopleafcyou, fomething touching the Lord Hamlet, 
Pol. Marrie well bethought 
Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Giuen priuace time to you, and you your fclfc 
Haue of your audience beenc moft free and bounteous, 



Prince of Denmarkc 

Ifit be fo, as fo tis put on me, 

And that in way of caution I muft tell you, 

You doe not vnderftand your felfe fo cleerely 
As itbehooues my daughter and your honour, 

What is betweene you giue me vp the truth. 

Of he. He hath my Lord oflate made many tenders 
Of his affedion tome. 

Pol. AfFedion,pub,you fpeake like a grcenegirle, 

Vnfifccd in fuch perillous circumftance, 

Doe you beleeuc his tenders, as you call them ? 

Ophe . I doe not know my Lord what I fhould thinke, 

pol 9 Marrie I will teach you, thinke your fclfc a babie, 
That you haue tade thefe tenders for true pay. 

Which are not ftcrling : tender your felfe more dcarely 
Or (not to cracke the wind of the poore phrafe) 

Wrong it thus, youle tender me a foole. 

Ophe. My Lord he hath importuned me with loue 
In honorable falhion. 

Pol. 1, fafliion you may call it, goc to, goe to. 

Ophe . And hath giuen countenance to his fpecch 
My Lord, with almoft all the holy yowes of heauen. 

Pol. I, fpringes to catch Wood-cocks, I do know 
When the bloud burncs,how prodigall the foulc 
Lends the tongue vowes, chefe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then heate, extin&in both 
Euen in their promrfc, as it is a making 
You muft not tak f r for fire : from this time 
Be fome thing fcanter of your maiden prefence 
Sec your in treatments at a higher rate 
Then acommand to parle ; for Lord Hamlet 9 
Belccuefo much in him, that he is young, 

And with a larger teder may he walke 
Then may be giuen you : in few Ophelia, 

Doe not beleeuc his vowes, for they arc Brokers 
Not of that die which their inueftmencs (hew 
But meere implorators of vnholy fuites. 

Breathing like fandified and pious bonds 
The better to beguile : this is for all, 

1 would not in piainc termes from this time forth 

9 * Haue 
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Haueyou foflander any moments leifore jj. 

A5togiucwor«lsorcalkcyv,itJitbcLord7/<«w/^, i* 

Lookrtoo'ttcharge you, come yourwai<ss. 

Of he. Ilhall obey my Lord. f 

. J 

• Enter Hamlet, Horatio t and M&ctUtU., 

Ham. The aire bites fhtoudly.it is very cold. .« 

Hera. It is nipping, and an eager aire. 

Ham. What houre now ? 

Hera. I thinke it lackes oftwelue. 

Mar. jN'o, it is ftrooke 

Hera. Indeed;* heard it not, it then drawes rieere thefeafon. 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walfce Aflourfh of Trum* s 
What does this meane my Lord ? . pen, and nee Peepes geese f. 
Ham. The King doth waike to night and takes his rowfe, 

Keeps waffell and the fwaggerijigyp, -Fpring rceles : 

And as he drained hisdraics of Rbenifh.downc, 

The Kettle Drummc and Trumpet, thus bray put 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hora . Is it ft cuftome ? 

Haw. Imarrieift* . . x\\z ‘ ' 

But to my mind, ; though lam natiue hecre 
And to the manner borne, it is a cuftome 

More honourd in the breach, then the obferuance,. ^ j 

This Jieauie-headed rcuell E^ft and Weft 

Makes vs traduc'd and taxed of other Nations* 

They clip vs Drunkards and vyitKfvyinilh phraie 
Soile our addition, andindeed it takes • 

From ouratchieuements, though perform d at heighr 

The pith and marow of our attribute,, 

So oft it chances in particular men. 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them 

As in their birth wherein they arc not guilxic, 

(Since nature caunot choofe his of i gen). 

By their ore- grow’ch of lome complexion 

Oft breaking downe the Pales and Forts qf Realon*, . (!J ::; u 

Or by fome habit that too much ore-leauens 

The forme of plaufiue manners, that thele men 

Carrying I fay theftarope ofonedcfc& Being 
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Prince e/Denmarke- 

Being Natures liuery, or Fortunes ftarre, 

His Vertues els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may vndergoe, , 

Shall in the genetall cenfure take corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram or eate 
Doth all the noble fubftance of a doubt 
To his owne fcandall. 

Enter Ghofi. 

Hera. Looke my Lord it comes. '' 

Ham. Angels and Miniftcrs of grace defend vs ! 
Be thou a fpirit of health, or Goblin damn’d, 

Bring with thee airesfromheauen,or blaftsfrom hel* 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thon corn’ll in fuch a queftionable Ibape, 

That I will fpeake to thee, He call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royall Dane, O anfwere me. 

Let me not burft in ignorance, butcell 

Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Haue burft their cerements ? why the Sepulchre,. 
Wherein we faw thee quietly interred 
Hath op’t his ponderous and marble iawes, 

To caft thee vp againe? what may this meane 
That thou dead coarfe, againe incompleat fteclc 
Reuifitcs rhus the glimpfes of the Moone, 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of Nature 
So horridly to (hake our difpofition 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules, - 
Say why is this, wherefore* what Ihould we doe ? 

Hepa. It beckons you to goe away with it 
As if it feme impartmentdid defire 
Toyou alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courteous a&ion 
It waues you to a more rempoued ground, 

But doe not goe with it. 

Hor a. No, by no mcar.es. 

Ham. It will not fpeake, then I will follow it.' 
Hera. Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why? what IhoulSbethc feare, 

I doc not fet uiy life at a points Fee, 

y ■ ; ' c b ■ 
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And for my foule, what can it doc to that 
Being a thing immortall as it fclfe j 
Ic wanes me forth againc, lie folio W-b. 

Hora. What if it tempt you towards the floud my Lord, 

Or to the dreadfull i’omnec of the cleefe 
That bettels ore his bafe into the Sea, 

And there afliime fome other horrible forme 
Which might depriue your Soueraigntie of reafon, 

And draw you intomadneffe, thinkeof it, 

The verie place puts toyes of defperation 
Without more motiuc, into euery brainc 
That lookos fo many fadomes to the Sea 
An d hearcs it rore beneath. 

Ham. ItwauesmeftiH, 

Goc on, lie follow thee. 

Mar. You fhall not goc my Lord. 

Ham . Hold off your hands# 

Hora • Be rul’d, you (hall not goc. 

Ham. My fate cries out 
And makes each pettie attire in this bodie 
As hardie as the Ncmcan Lions nerue ; 

Still ami cald, vnhand me Gentlemen 
By heauen lie make aGhoft ofhimthat lets me, 

I fay away, goc one, lie follow thee. Exit Ghojl and Hamlet « 

Hora. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

CMar. Lets follow, us not fit thus to obey him. 

Hora. Haue after, to what iffue will this come ? 

CWar. Something is rotten in the ftate of Denmark** 

Hora. Heauen will direff it. 

Mar, Nay lets follow him. Exeunt. 

Enter Ghofi and Hamlet. 

Ham. Whether wilt thou lcadc me, fpeake,Ile go no further. 

Ghofi. Markeme. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghofi. My hourc is alrooftcome 
When I to fulphrous and tormenting flames 
Muft render vp my fclfe. 

gboji. 



Ham. Alas pootc Ghofi, 



Prince d/^Dcnmaifcc. 

Gho!t. Pittie roee not but lend my ferious hearing to 
what I (hall vnfold. 

Ham . Speake I am bound to heare. ... 
Gb'St. So art thou toreuenge, when thou fhalt heare. 

Ham. What? 

Ghofi. I am thy fathers fpirit, 
loom’d for a cet taine teatme to walke the night. 

And for the day confin’d to fafi in fires. 

Till the foule crimes done in my daies of nature 
Ate burnt and purg’d away : but thatl am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifon-houfe, 

I could a tale vnfold whofelighteft word 

Would harrow vp thy Conic, f>ee«thy 7^8 
Make thy two eies like ft arresflart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 

And each particular haire to ftand an end, 

Like quils vpon thefearefull Porpemine : 

But this eternall blazon muft not be 
To eares of flefli and bloud, lift, lift, O lift. 

If thou did’ft euer thy deare father louc. 

Ham. O God. 

> cheft . Reuenge his foule, and moft vnnatural murther. 

Ham. Murther. ...... 

Gboft. Murther moft foule, as in the beft it is,. 

But this moft foule, ftratige and vnnaturall. 

Ham . Hafte me to know’c.thatl with wings as fwifr, 
As meditation, or the thoughts of loue 
May fwcepe to my reuenge. 

Ghofi. 1 find thee apt, 

And duller (houldeft thou be then the fat weed 
That roots it fclfe in eafe on Lethe wharffe. 

Would*!! thou not ftirte in this; now Hamlet heare, 

Tis giuen out, that fleeping in my Orchard, 

A Serpent ftung me, fo the whole care of Denmark! 

Is by a forged proctffc of my death 
Rankely abufed s bu t know thou noble Y outh. 

The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life 
Now wcares hi> Crownc. 



Oh*fi, 
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Ghofl. J thatinceftuous, that adulterate beaft. 

With witchcraft of his wits, with tray terous gifts, 

O wicked wit, and gifts that haue the power 
So to feduce; wonne to his fhamefull lull: 

The will of my moft feeming vertuous Qucene; 

0 Hamlet, what falling off was there 
From me whofe loue was of that dignitie 
That it went hand in hand, euen with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 
Vpon a wretch whofe naturall gifts were poore, 

To thofc of mine ; but vertue as it ncuer w ill be mooued. 
Though lcwdneffc court it in a {hope of Heauen 
So but though to a radiant Angle linckt. / 

Will fort it felfe in a celeftiall bed • 

And prey on garbage. , • 

But loft, me thinkes I feent the morning aire* 

Briefe let me be; fleeping within my Orchard, c -—^ 

My cuftome alwaies of the afterndone, 

Vpon my fccurc houre,thy Vnde ftole 
With iuice of curfed Hebona in a Viall, 

And in the porches of my eares did poure. 

The leprous diftilmem, whofe cffc£ 

Holds fuch an enmitie with bloud of man, 

That fwift as Quick-filuer it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the.bodie. 

And with a fodainc vigour it doth poflefle 
And curde like eager droppings into milke, 

The thinne and wholfomc bloud; fo did it mine. 

And a molt inftantTetter barkt about 
Moft Lazerlike with vile and lothfome cruft 
All myJmooth bodie. 

Thus was I fleeping by a brothers hand, 

Oflife, of Crowne, of Queene at once difpatcht. 

Cut offeuen in chebloffomcsof my finne, 

Vpnuzled, disappointed, vn-anucld, 

No reckning made, but fent to my account v 

With all my imperfefilions on roy head, 

O horrible, O horrible, moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in thee beare it not. 



Prince of Denmark^ 

let not the Royall bed of Denmark, e be 
A Couch for Luxurie and damned Inccftv 
But howfomeuer thou purfues this a#, 

Taint not thy mind, nor ler thy foule contriue 
Againft thy mother ought, leaue her to heauen. 

And to tthofc thornes that in her bofome lodge 
To prick and fling her : fare thee well at once. 

The Glo worme (he vves the marine to be nccre 
And gins to pale his vneffefluall fire, 

Adiew, adicw,adiew, remember me. 

Ham. O all you hoft of heauenlO earthlwhat clfe* 
And fliall I couple hell, O fie ! hold my heart, 

And you my finewes; grow not inftant old. 

But beare me fwiftly vp ; remember thee, 

I thou poore Ghoft whiles memorie holds a feat 
In this diftia&ed Globe, remember thee, ♦ 

Yea, from the table of my memorie 
He wipe away all triuiall fond records. 

All faw of Bookcs,all formes, all preffures paft 
That youth and obferuation coppied there. 

And chy comm an demen t all alone (hall line. 

Within the Booke and volume of my braine 
Vnmixc with bafer matter, yes by heauen. 

O moft pernicious woman. 

O villaine, villaine, finding d amned villaine, 

My tables, meet it is I fet itdowne 

That one may fmile, and fmile, aud be a villaine. 

At leaft I am fure it may be fo in Denmark#* 

So Vnclc, there you are, now to my word. 

It is adiew, adiew, remember me. 

Ihauefwornc’c. 

Enter Horatio, and MarceSm, 

Bora . My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar % Lord Hamlet • 

Hora. Hcaucns fccure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

Mar, Illo,ho,ho,my Lord* 

Ham . Hillo,ho,ho,boy come, and come* 
t D 
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zJJtfar. How ift my noble Lord ? 

Horn. Owonderfull! 

Her. Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham. No, you will reucale it. 

Hora. Not 1 my Lord by Heauen. 

Afar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then, would heart of man once thinke it, 
Butyou’le be r * "ret. 

Beth. I by heauen. 

Ham. There’s neuer a villain* , 

Dwelling in all Detimakg 

But he’s an arrant Knaue. 

Hora. There needs no Ghoft my Lord, come from the gtaut 

To tell vs this. . 

Ham • Why right, you are in the right, 

And fo without more.circupflftancc at all, 

I hold it fit that we (hake hands and parr. 

You, as your bufinefle aud ciefire (ball point you, 

For cuery man hath bufinefle and defire 
Such as it is, and for nay owne poore part 

1 W H*fr Thefe are but wild and whurling words my Lordi 
Ham* I am forrie they offend you heartily, 

Yes faith heartily. 

Hera. There’s no offence my Lord* 

Haw. Yes by saint Patrick . but there is Horatio, 

And much offence to, touching this vifion heerc, 

It is an honeft Ghoft,.that let me tell you, 

For your defire to know what is betweene ys, 

0re-mafter’t as you may, and now good friends, 

As you are friends, Schollers,and Souldiers, 

Giue me one poore requeft. 

Hora. What ift my Lord, we will. 

Haw. Neuer make kno wne what you hauc fccnc tomghti 
Both. My Lord we will not. 

Haw. Nay butfweare’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 
tJMar* Nor I my Lord in faith* 

Bam. Vpon my Swords - 




Prince of Denmarke." 

Mar, Wehaiie fworne my Lord alreadie. 

Ham . Indeed vpon my Sword, indeed. 

Ghoft cries vnier the Stage. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, fay’ft thou fo, art thou there trUe penny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Sellcrige, 

Confcnt to fweare. 

Hora. PropofetheoathmyLord. 

Haw. Neuer to fpeake of this chacyouhaucfcene f 
S weare by my Sword* 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Ham. Hie , & vbt%, then week fhift our ground : 

Come hether Gentlemen, 

And lay your hands againe vpon my Sword, 

Sweare by my Sword 

Neuer to fpeake of this that you hauc heard. 

<jhoft. Sweare by his Sword. 

Ham. Well faid old Mole, canft worke it’h earth fo fall, 

A worthy Pioner once morcremooue good friends. 

Hora. O day and night, but this is wondrous ft range. 

Ham. And therefore as a ftranger giue it welcome. 

There arc more things in heauen and earth Horatio * 

Then are dream* t of inyourPhilofophy *but come 
Heerc as before, neuer fo helpe you mercy, 

(Howftrange oroddefo mere I bearemy felfe. 

As I perchancohereafter fball thinke meet. 

To put an Ant ike difpofition on 

That you at fuch times feeing me, neuer (hall 

With armes incombred thus, or this head (hake. 

Or by pronouncing offomedoubtfull phrafe, 
As,wel,wcllweknow,or we could and if we would, 

Or if we lift to fpeake, or there be and if they might. 

Or fuc}i ambiguous giuing out, to note) 

That you know ought of me, this do fweare, 

So grace and mercy at your moft.need helpe you. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Ham. Reft, reft perturbed fpiritjfo Gentlemen, 

With all my loue I doc commend me to you, „ | 

T> % And 
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And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is, 

May doe c’expreffe his loue and friending to you 
God willing fhall not lackc : let vs goe intogether, 

And (Hll your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out o'f ioynt,0 curled fpight! 

That euerl was borne to fet it right. 

Nay come, lets goe together. Exeunt,. 

Enter eld Polonitu , with his man or two, 

Pol. Giue him this mony.and thefe two notes Reynaldo, 
Rey. I will my Lord. 

Po/.You final do marucllous wifely good Reynaldo, 
Before you vifit him, to make inquire, 

Ofhisbehauiour. 

• Rey. My Lord, I did intend it. 

TV. Marrie well faid.very well faid;looke you hr, 
Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Paris. 

And how, 8c who, what means, and where they keep. 
What company,at what expence, andfinding, 

By this encompafment and drift of queftion 
That they do know my fonne, come yoa moreneerer 
Then your particular demands will cuch it, 

Take you as’cwerefomc diftant knowledge of him, 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends. 

And in part him, doe you marke this Reynaldo ? 

Rey. I, very well my Lord. 

Pol. And in part him, but you may fay, not well, 
Buty’ftbehe I meanejho’sverie wilde, 

Addiaed fo and fo, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marrie none fo ranke. 

A* may dilhonour him/ take heed of that. 

But fir,fuch wanton, wild, and vfuall flips. 

As are companions noted and moft knowne 
To youth and libertie. 

Rey. As gaming my Lord. 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, {wearing. 
Quarrelling, drabbing, you may goe fo farre, 

Rey. My Lord, that would dilhonour him. 

Pol. Faith as you may feafon it in the charge*. 
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You muft not put another fcand all on him. 

That he is open chincontinencie* 

That’s not my meaning, but breath his fauls fo quently 
That they may feeme the taints of libertie. 

The flafh and out-breakc of a ficrie mind, 

A fauagenefle in vnteclaimed bloud, 

Ofgenerall affault. 

Rey. But my good Lord. 

Pot. Whetefore fhould you doe this ? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that. 

Pol. Marrie fir, heere’s my drift, 

Andlbelecueit is a fetch of wir, 

You laying thefe flight fullie* on my fonne 
As t’wete a thing a little foilde with working, 

Marke you, your partie in conuerfe, him you would Found 
Hauing euer fecne in the prenominate crimes 
The youth you breath of guiltie, be aflur’d 
He clofes with you in this confequence, 

Good fir (or fo) or friend, or gentleman. 

According to the phrafe, or the addition 
Of man and Countrie. 

'Rey. Verie good my Lord. 

Pol. And then fir deos a this, a doosswhat was I about to lay > 
By the maffc I was about to fay feme thing. 

Where did I leauc ? 

Rey. At clofes in the confequence. 

Pol. At clofes in the confequence, I manic, 

He clofes thus, I know the Gentleman 
I faw him yefierday, or th’ other day. 

Or then, or then, with fuch or fuch,and as you fay; 

There was a gaming there, or tooke in’s rowfe, 

There falling out at T ennis, or perchance 
ftaw him enter fuch or fuch a houfe of fale. 

Videlicet, a Brothell or fo forth, fee you now. 

Your bait of fallhood *. take this carpe of truth. 

And thus doe we of wifdome, and of reach, 

With windleffes ; and with aflayes of bias, 

By indirefts find directions out. 

So by my former lcCture and aduife 
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Shall you my fonnc; you haue me, haue you not ? 

Rep. My Lord, I haue. 

Pol. Godbuy yee,faryec well. 

Rey . Good my Lord. 

Pol . Obfcruc his inclination in your felfe. 

Rey. I fhall my Lord. 

Pol , And let him ply his Mufick. 

Rey. Well my Lord. Exit Rey . 

Enter Ophelsa. 

Polo. Farwel.How now Ophelia* whacs the matter? 

Ophe . O my Lor^myLordJ haue binfo affrighted 

Polo 9 With what i’th name of God ? 

Ophe v Mr Lord, as I was fowing in my Cloffct, 
Lord tiamlet with his doublet all vnbrac’d, 

No hat vpon his head his ftockins fouled, 
Vngartred, and downc gyred to his ankle. 

Pale as hisfhirt, his knees knocking each other, 

And with a lookc fo pittious in purport 
As if he had beene loofed out of hell 
Tofpeakcof horrors, he comes before me. 

Pol . Mad for thy loue ? 

Ophe . My Lord I doe not know. 

But truly I doe fcare it. 

Polo . What faid he ? 

Ophe . He took me by the wrift, and held me hard. 
Then goes he to the length of all his arose. 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow. 

He fals to fuch pcrufall of my face 
As a would draw it; long ftaid he fo, 

At laft, a little fliaking of mine arme, 

And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downc, - 
He raifed a figh fo pittious and profound, 

As it did feeme to fharter all his bulkt. 

And end his being ; that done, he lets me goc. 

And with his head ouer bis {boulders turn'd 
He feem’d to find his way without his eyes. 

For outofdoores he went without their hdpcf, 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 
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Tola. Come, goe with me, I will go fake the King, 

This is the very extafie of loue, 

Whofe violent propertic forgoes it felfe. 

And leads the will to defperate vndercakings 
As oft as any paflions vfldcr heauen 

That does afflia ournatures : lam fornc. 

What haue you giuen him any hard words of late? 

Of he. No my good Lord, but as you did command 

I did repcll his Letters : and denied 
His acccffetome. 

Pol. That hath made him mad, 

I am forrie.that with better heed and iudgemehc 

I had not cored him, I fear’d he did but trifle 

And meant to wracke thee, but belhtow my Iealoufie: 

By heauen it is as proper to our age 

To caft beyond our felues in our opinions, 

As it is common for the youDger fort 
To laeke diferetion jeome, goe we to the King, 

This muft be knowne , which being kept clofe.mighc moue 
More griefe to hide, then hate to vttcr loue , 

Come. Exeunt. 




* 



t«K 



Plortfh. Enter King and Queene, Refencratu and 
Gu}Idt»(hrt>e. 

King. Welcome deere Rofincratu and Gnjldenfltrne, 
Moreouer, that we much did long to feeyou, 

The need we haue to vfe you did prouoke 
Our hallie fending, fomething haue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation fo call it, 

Sith norjh’ exterior, nor the inward man 
Refembles that it was, what itfhould be, 

Morethenhis fathers death, that thus hath put him. 

So much from the vnderilandingof himfelfe 
3 cannot dreame of : 1 in treat you both, 

That being of fo young day es brought vp with him r 
And fith fo neighboured to his youth and hauour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft heere in our Court 
Some little time, fo by your companies. 

To draw him on toplcafutci»and to gather 



> 





T be Tragedie of Hamlee 

So much as from occafion you may glcane, 
Whetheroiight to vs vnknowne affli&s him thus. 
That opend lies within our rcmedie. 

^we.Good gentlemen,bc hath much talk: ofyou. 
And lure I am, two men there arc not liuing. 

To vvhom he more adheres, if it will pleale’you 
Tofhew vs fo much gentry and good will, 

As to extend your time with vs a while. 

For the fupply and profit of our hope, 

Your vifitation (hall receiue fuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance* 

Rof, Both your Maieftics 
Might by the Soueraigne power you haue of vi, 

Pat your dread plcafures more into command 
Then to intreacic. 

Cttyl. But we both obey. 

And here giuc vp our fclues in the full bent, * 

To lay our fcruice freely at your feet. 

Ktttg % Thanks Rofincraus^nd gentle Guyldenfterne % 

.£W.Ttunks Gnyldenflcrne^wd gentle Rofcencraw, 
And befeech you inftantly to vific 
My too much changed fonne : goefomc of you 
And bring thefc Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

GuyL Hcauens make our prefence and our practices 
Plcafant and helpfull to him. 

One. I Amen. Exeunt Roland GnyU 

Enter Tolontus. 

/V.Th^mbaffadors from Norway my good Lord 
Are ioy fully return’d • 

Ktng. Thou ft ill haft bin the fatherof good newel. 

Pol. Haue I my Lord? I affine my good Liege 
- I hold my dutie as I hold my foule. 

Both to my God, and to my gracious King ; 

And I doe thinke, or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the trayle of policie fo fure 
As it hath vs'd to doe, that I haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. 

King. O fpeake of that, that doc I long to hearc. 



Trince b/Penmarker 

Telo. Glut fir if admittance to die EmbafiTdbM, 

My newes (hall be the tiuit to that great feaft. ^ 

Ki»a. Thy felie doe grace to them,and bring them in.. 

He tels me my decree : Gertrud he hath found 
The head and fource of all your fonnes diftempec, 

' Ouee. I doubt it is no other but the maine, 

Hisiathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter EmbaJJadert. 

King. Well, we (hall lift him, welcome roy good friends, 
SiV Veitemand, what from our brother Norway ? 

Volte, Moil faire returne of greetings and defircs; 

Vpon our firft, he fent out cofupprefle 
His Nephewes leuies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation gainft the P oflacke, 

But better lookt into, he truly found 

It was again!! yourHighneffe, whereat gricu'd 
That fo t.is fickncffe, age, and impotence 
Was falfly borne in hand, fends but arrefts 
On Portenbrajfe, which he in briefe obey es, 

Receiues rebukefrom and in fine. 

Makes vow before his Vnde neuer more 
To giueth’affiy of Armcs again!! your Maieftie ? 

Whtreon old N or wuyoutr come wi th ioy, 

Giuts him threefcore thoufand crownes in anual fee. 

And his coromiffion to imploy thofe Souldiers, 

So leuied (as before) again!! the Tollaekf t 
With an entreaty herein further (bone, 

Th t it might pleafe you to giue quiet paffe 
Through your Dominions for this enterprize 
Onfuch regards offafetie and allowance 
As therein are fetdowne. 

King, It likes vs well, 

And at our more confidered time, wee'ie read, 

Anfwer, and thinke vpon this bufineffe s 

Meane time,we thank you foryout wel took labour, 

G o to your re ft , at night wecle feaft togethe r, 

Mod welcome home. - Exeunt Embaffkder:, 

Pel, This bufineffe is well ended, 

E My 




The Tragedie •/’Hamlet 



My Liege and Madam, to cxpoftulate 
What maieflie flioirld be, what dutie is, 

Why diy is day , night night, and time is time, 

W T ere nothing but to waftc night, day, and time, 

Therefore breuitie is the foule of wit, 

Andtedioufneffe the limmes and outward florifhes? 

I will be briefe your noble fonne is mad : 

Mad call I it, for to define true madneffc. 

What ift but to be nothing clfe but mad ? 

But let that goe # 

Qnec.. More matter wrthlcfle art. 

Pol. Madam, I fwcarc Ivfe no arc at all. 

That he’s mad tis true, tis true, tis pictic, 

And pittie tis, tis true, a fpolilh figure, 

But farewell it, for I will vfe no arc, 

Mad let vs grant him then, and now remained 
That we find out the caufe of this effc&, . 

Or rather fay the caufe of this defed 
Tor this effed defediue comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines and the remainder thus 
Perpend, 

I haue a daughter, haue while flie is mine, 

Who in her dutie and obedience, majrke, 

Hath giuen me this, now gather and furmife, 

To the Celestiall and mj foule s I doll the moil beautified 
Ophelia, thafs an ill phrafie , a vile pbrafe, beauti- 
fied is a vile phrafe 9 but you (hall he are t.thut inker 
excellent white bo fome^hefe&c. 

Quee. Came this from Hamlet to her ? 

Pol. Good Madam flay awile, I will be faithful-1, . 

Doubt thou the flars are fiee p Letter. 

Doubt that the Sunne doth moue P 
Doubt truth to be a Iyer , 

Tut neuer doubt l lone. 

OdcercO/>Ar//W,IamilIatthefe numbers, I haue not art w 
reckon my groanes , but chat I loue thee beft, ohmoft beft be* 
leeue it ! adie w. Thine euermorc mofl dcare Ladie, whileft thh 
machine is to him, 

PoUT his in obedience hath my daughter flaowamc (Jtiffgfth 
And more about hath his folicicings 






Prince of Denmar kc. 

As they fell out by time, by meatus, and place, 

* All giuen to mine earc. 

King. B ut how b ath flic recetu d his loue ? 

Pol 7 What doe you thinke of me } 

Kino. As of a man faichfull and honourable. 

Pol. I would faine proue fo, but what might you thinke 
When I had fecne this hot loue on the wing ? 

As I perceiuM it (I muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me, what might you, 

Or my dearc Maieflie your Qucene hecre thinke. 

If IhadpbidiheDeske, or Table- booke. 

Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe^ 

Or lookt vpon this loue with idle fight, 

What might you thinke?no, I went round to workc ? 

And my young Miftreffe this I did befpeakc. 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy ftarre, 

This muft not be i and then I preferipts gaue her 
That fhe fhould locke her felfc from his reforr, 

Admit no meffengers, recciue no tokens. 

Which done (he tooke the fruits of my aduile. 

And he repel* d, a fhort tale to make. 

Fell into a fadneffe, then into a faft. 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weakneffe. 

Thence to lightneffe, and by this dcclenfion. 

Into the madnefle wherein now he raucs. 

And all we mourne for. 

King. Doe you thinke this ? 

Quee. It may be very like. 

Pol . Hath there beene fuch a time, I would faine kno w that* 
That I haue pofitiuely faid, tis fo, 

When it prou’d otherwife ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol . Take this, from this, if this be otherwife 5 
If circurnfiances leade me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King, How may we trie it further ? 

Tot. You know fometimeshe walkesfoure houres together 
Hecre in the Lobbie. 

E a Quee. 











The Tragedie of Hamfec 

Quee . So he does indeed. 

Pol. At fuch a time; ile loofe my daughter to him, 

Be you and 1 behind an Arras then, 

Marke the encounter, if he louc her not, 

And be not from his reafon falne thereon 
Let me be no afliftant for a State 
But keepe a Farmc and Carters, 

Km. We will trie it. 

Enter Hamlet, 

Quee . But looke where fadly the poore wretch corner reading, 
Pol, A way, I do befeech you both away.£.v*V King and Queens 
He boord him prefcncly* oh giuc me lcaue, 

How docs my good Lord Hamlet 
Ham. Well, God a mercy. 

Pol , Doe you know me my Lord > 

Ham. Excellent well, you arc a Fifhmonger. 

TV. NotlmyLord. 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honeft a man* 

Pel. HoncftmyLord. 

Ham. I fir to be honeft as this w r orid goe9. 

Is to be one man pickc out of ten thou land, 

VoL That’s very true my Lord. 

• Ham. For if the Sun breed maggots in a dead dogge, being a 
good kifling carrion. Haue you a daughter? 

Pol. I haue my Lord. 

Ham , Let her not walkcfth Sun, conception is a blcffing, 
But as your daughter may conceiue, friend looke to’c. 

Poll How fay you by that, ft 11 harping on my daughter, yet 
he knew me not at firft,a faid I was a Fi{hmonger,a is farre gone, 
and truly in my youth, I fuffered much extremity for loue, very 
necrethis. lie fpeake to him again*. What doe you reademy 
Lord. . 

Ham . Words, words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter my Lord. 
v * Ham. Betweene who* 

Pol . I meanc the matter that you read my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders fir; for the Sajcricall Rogue fares here, that old 
men haue grey beards, that their faces arc wrinkled , cheir eics 
purging thick Amber* and Plqm-trcc Gum, and that they haue* 
1 : pM? 




Prince of "De nmarRe.' 

i vr..11 Ucke of wit, together with molt weake hams, all \vhicfr 

walkc out of the aite my Lord ? 

?XlnSthft f sout of the aire ;how pregnant foretimes 

<p olo . Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fooles. . 

Palo. You goe to feeke the Lord Hamlet, there he k.. 

Pof.God faueyou fir. 

GhjI. My honor’d Lord. 

W^My^xcel'cnt good friends, how doft thou Gmtierfcrnt? 
A Rofeacraus , good lads how doe you both ? 

R 0 r As the indifferent children of the eaith. 

Gyl. Happy, in that we arenot euer happy on Fortunes lap, 

We are not the very button. 

/ftw.Nor the foies ofhcrlhooe. 

H^Thenyouh-ue about her waft, or in the middle of her fa- 

Gnyl. Fath her pviuates we. . . .W*; 

the fecret parts of fortune, oh moft true,lhe is a Itrumpct 

What newest , , n , 

'Hof. None my Lord, but the world* grownehoneft. (true; 

Ham. Then is Doomes dayneere, but your news i» not 
But in the beaten way olftiendflaip.what make you at El fen owe? 
Rof. To vifityoumy Lord, no other occafion. 

Ham. Bepgcr th.it I am, I am euer poore in thankes,but I thank 
you, and fine dcare friends,my thanksare too dearc a halfpenys 
were you not fent fot? is it your ewnc inclining?!* it a free vilita 
tion? come, come.deaie iuflly with me,come,coroe, nay fpcake. 

GhjI. What {hould we fay my Lord ? , , 

v. . '■y? ! Ham; 



The Tugedke of Hamlet v 

Haif.K ny thing but to’ch purpofc;you were fent for, and there 
isakjmdcfconfeflioninyourlookcsjvvhich your modefiies haue 
not .fcraft enough to cullour , I know the good King and Quccne 
have fent for you. 

Rof To what end my Lord ? 

Ham. That you muft teach me : but let me coniure you, by the 
Rights of our fellowfhip, by the conionancic of our youth, by the 
obi gation of our euer prefeiued loue ; and by what more deare 
a better propofer can change you withai,be euen and dired with 
friee whether you were fent for or no, 

Rof . What fay you ? 

Ham . Nay then I haue an eieofyou,ifyculouctne hold not off. 
GhjL My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why fo fhall, my anticipation preuent your 
difcoucrie & your fecrccic to the King and Queen moult no fca. 
ther, I haue of late, but wherefore I know not, loft all my mirth, 
forgonallcuftomeofexercifes, andindeedeit goes foe heauily 
with my difpoiition,thac this goodly frame the earth, feems to me 
a fierill promontorie, this moft excellent Canopic the aire,looke 
you, this braue ore- hanged firmament, this maiefticall roofc fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appearth nothing to mee but a foule 
and peftilent congregation of vapours. What peece of workeis 
a man, how noble in reafon,Uow infinit in faculties,in forme ani 
moouing,how exprefle and admirable in a&ion, how like an An. 
gell in apprehenfion, how like a God : the bcautic of the world; 
theparragon of Annimales,&yec to me, what is this quinteflcnce 
ofduft? man delights not mec nor woman neither, though by 
your foiling you (eeme to fay fo. 

Rof. My Lord there was no fuch ftuffe in my thoughts. 

Ham . Why did yec laugh t hen, when I faid man delights not me. 

Rof. To thinke my Lord if you delight not in man, what Lenten 
entertainment the plaiers fhall rcceiuefrom you, wee coted them 
on the way, and hetherare the coming to offer youferuice* 

Ham* He that plaies the Ki; g fhall be welcome, his Maieft c 
(hall haue tribute on mee , the aduenterous Knight fhall vfe hit 
foyle and targec,the loner fhall not fing gratis,tbe humorous mafl 
fhall end his part in pc ce and the Ladic fhall fay her mind freely: 
or the blanke verfe fhall hault for'e. What players are they ? 

Rof. Buen thofe you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Tra- 
gedians of the Citic, Hant. 



Vrmcc fl/Denmarke. 

Hum* How chances it the trauaile? their reffdencc both in re~ 
mutation and profit was better both waies. 

F Rof I thinke their inhibition , comes by the meanes or the 

late innovation. t , , _ 

Ham*V° the hold the fame eftimation they did when I was 

in the Citie ? ate they fo followed ? 

Rof. No indeede ate they not. ■ _ 

jjam. It is not very ftrange,for my Vncleis King of Dcnmarke, 
& thofe that would make mouths at him while my father liued, 
giue twentie,fortie, fiftic,a hundred duckets a peece, for his Pic- 
ture in little j s’bloud there is fomething in this more then natu- 
ral Ph ilofophy could fin d it out. %/iflonriJh. 

Gujl. There are plaiers. , 'j 

Ham* Gentlemen you are welcome to Elfin oure , your hands, 
come then th’apportenanceof welcome is fafhion and cereroo- 
nie;let mee comply wirhyouin this garb: let my extent to the 
Plaiers* which I tell you muft fliowe fairely outwards , fttould 
more appeare like entertainment then yours ? you are welcome : 
but my Vncle-father, and Aunt-mother,arc deceaued. 

^/. In what my deare Lord. 

Ham. I am but mad North North- weft ; when the wind is Sou- 
therly, I know a Hawke, from a Hand-faw. 

Enter Toltuitu. 

Pal. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hark you Gujldenfternt, and you to, are each eareahearer, 
that great babie as you fee isoot yet out of his fwadling clouts. 
^/.Happily Ije is the fecondtiroe come to them, for they fay 
aneld man is twice a child. 

Ham.1 will propbecie that becomes to tell me of the Plaiers; 
markeiti you fay right fir a Monday morning t‘was then indeed. 
‘7V. My Lord I haue newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord I haue newes to tell you : when Rojfm wa* 
an A&orinRome* 

7W.Tbe Aftors arc come hethet my Lord. 

Ham. Buz, bu*, 

Pol. Vpon my honour. 

Ham. Then came each After on his Affe, 

P«/.TheLeft aftors in the world, either for Tragedie,Comedie, 
Hiftorie,Paftoirall,Paft©ial-Coinicall,Hiftorical-Paftorall, feeme 

indeuidable. 






‘T be Trdgedie of Harilet 

irideuM able, or Poem vn imited. Sweca cannot be tooheauiej ' 
nor Plautus too lighc for the law of writ , and the Iibertie : thcfc 
are the onelymen. 

Ham, O leptha Iucfge of Ifrael, whar a treafure hadft thou? 

Pol. What a treafure had he my Lord ? 

Ham. Why one faire daughter aud no more , the which he loc 
tied palfing well. 

Pol. Still on tny daughter. 

Ham. Am I uot i’th right old leptbut 

To/. What follower then siy Lord? 

Ham. Why as by lot God wot , and then you know it came to 
paflc,as moft like it was; the firft rowe of the pious ebanfon will 
fhow you more, for looke where tny abridgement comes. • 

ico ':t smotiltiw ug t rnrmh i \ ’ Ex 

Enter the Players. 1 

Ham. You are welcome maifters, welcome all, lam glad to fee 
thee well, welcome good friends, oh old friend, why thy face is 
ralanc’d fince l faw tliee UK , r corn’ll thou to beard mee in Den . 
marine l what my young Ladie and Miftris, my Ladic your Ladi- 
fliip is ncerer to Heauen,then when I faw y ou UK by the altitude 
of a chopinc, pray God your voice like a pcece ofvttcurfant gold, 
be not crackt within the ring : ro aiders you are all welcome, 
weele enco’t like friendly Faukner$,flie at anything wcfce,weelc % 
haue a fpeech ttraic, come giuc rs a tatte of your qualitic, come a 
pafltonare fpeech. 

Player. What fpeech my good Lord ? . 

Ham. I : heard thee fpeakc me a fpeech once, but it was neuer ac- * 
ted, or if ic was, not abouc once, for the play I remember pleafd 
not the million, t’was cauiary to the general, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whofe judgements in filch matters cried in the 
top of mine, an excellent play, well digeftyed in the feenes , fet p. 
dowrie.with as much modefty as cunning. I remember onefaid 
there were no fallcts in the lines, to make ihcmatter auory, nor 
no matter in chephrafe that might indite rhe author of affedtioo, 
but cald it an honeft method, as wholefome as fweer^and by very 
much,more handfome then fine : one fpeech in’t I chiefly loued, 
t’vvas tyEneas talke toZW<?,and there about of it efpecially when 
he fpcakes ol Priams flaughrcrfifitliuein your memory begin at 
thiy line, let me fee, let me fee^the rugged P yrhw like Tb’itcanian 



Prince of Denmark®? 

Beaft,tis not it begins with Vjrrbtu. The rugged Pyrrbm, he 

whofe fable armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night refemble, 

When he lay couched in th’ominous horfc. 

Hath now this dread and black completion fmeard. 

With Hcraldy more difmall head to foot. 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickc 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftrects 
Thao lend a tirrancus and a damned light 
To their Lords murther,roftcd in wrath and fire, 

And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like Carbuncklcs,the hellifli Vytrhm 
Old granlirc Priam feekes ; fo proceed you. 

Pel . Foregod my Lord well fpoken, with good accent and 
Play. Anon he finds him (good difcrerion« 

Striking too (hort at Greckes,his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where it Tails, 

Repugnant to command ; vnequall mltcht, 

Pirrhas at Priam driues, in rage ftrikes wide. 

But with the whiffe and wind of his fell (word, 

Th'vnncrued father falls : 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 
Stoopes to hisbafe; and with a hiddious cra(h 
Takes priloncr Pirrhtu care, for lo his fword 
Which was declining on the milkiehead 
Ofrcuerent Priam,(tcm*& i’th ayre to flick, 

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrbm flood 
Like anewtrall to his will and matter. 

Did nothing : 

But as we often fee againft fome ftorme, 

A filence in the beauens, the racke fland ftill, 

The bould winds fpccchlcflc,and the orbe below 
As hulb as death, anon the drcadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after PirrJEw/paufc, 

A rowfed vengeance fets him new a workc. 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On Marfes Armor forg’d for proofc ererne. 

With leffe remoifc then Pirrbm bleeding fword 

Now falls on Priam. F Out 
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Oa' thumper Fortune l allyeu gods, » 

]u eenerslfyood take away hcrpower, 

Breakc all the fpokes, audfellowes from her wheele. 

Aid boulc the round naue downethe hillofheauen 
As lowe as to the fiends. v ' '.if 

Polo. This is too long. 

Ha. It fhal to the barbers with your beard;prethee lay OD,he’s 
for a Iig,or a tale of bawdry ,or he fleepes.fcy on, come to Hecntt 
Play 1 . But who, a woe, had feenc the moblcd Queene. 

Ham. The mwbled Queene . 

Polo. That’s good. i , , a 

piety % Runnc barefoot vp and downe,threatmngchc names 

With Btfe* rhume.a clout vpon that head 
Where late the Diadem flood, and for a robe,. 

About her lanck and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blanckct in the alarme of feare caught vp. 

Who this had feene, with tongue in venom fteept, 

Gainft fortunes ftate would trtafon haue prooouned;. 

But if the gods themfelues'did fee her then. 

When flic faw Pirhut make malicious fport 
In mincing with hisfword her husbands lirames. 

The inftant burft of clamor that fhe made, 

Vnleffe things mortall mooue them not at all, 

Would haue made milch the burning eyes of heauen 

And naflion in the god6. 

Pol. Looke where he has not turned his collou^andhas team 

in’s eyes prethee no more. r 

Haw. Tis well, lie haue thee fpcake out the refl of this fo one, 
good my Lord will you fee the Players well ^flowed; doeyot 
hearc let them be well vfed, for they are the abftradf and breeft 
Chronicles of the time ; after your death you were better bauca 

bad Epitaph then their ill report while you liue. 

Pol. My Lord,l will vfc them according to thevr dderr» 

Ham. Gods bodkin man, much better,vfe euery roan afternu 
dcferr,and who fliaU.fcaipe whipping, vfe them after your oy*ne 
honour and dignitic, the leffe they deferue the moretnerrit «i» 
your bounty. Take them in. 

"Pol. Come firs. , 

Hd.Follow him friends,wteletere • play to moriowjdott tn^ 






<Prince bf Denmark* 

heare me old friend, can you play the mufther otGon^ago ? 

Play. I my Lord. •" 5 ' 

Ham. Wecle hau'tto morrow night, you could for need rtudy 
a fpcech of feme dofen lines , or fixteenc lines, which I would fet 
downcandinfert in’t : could you not > 

Play. I my Lord. ; • . 

Ham. Very well, follow that Lord, and looke ybumocke him 
not. My good friends, lie leaue you till night, you are welcome 
to Elfonourt. Exeunt Poland Placets* 

Pof Good my Lord. Exit. 

Ham . I fo,God buy to you,now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pefant flaueam 1 ! 

Js it not monftrous that this Player here 
But in a fixion,in a drearoe of paflion 
Could force his foule fo to his owne conceit 
That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his eycs,diftraftion in his afpeft, 

A broken voice, and his whole ftn&ion futing 
With formes to his conceit ; and all for nothing, 

For Hecuba « 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he (hould weepe for her? what would he doe 

Had he the motiue,and that for paflion 

That I haue? he would drowne the ftage with tcarcs. 

And deaue the generall care with horrid fpecch. 

Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant,and amaze indeed, 

The very faculties of eyes and eares ; yet I, 

A dull and muddy mettled raskall peakc, 

Like /ofo-a-dreames, vnpregnant of my caufl, \ 

And can fay nothing ; no not for a King, 

Vpon whefe property and rooft deare lifc,J 
A damn’d deflate was made : am I a coward, 

Who calls me villain, breaks my pace a crefle, 

Plucks offmy beard, and blowcs it in roy face, 

Twckesme by the noft,giues me the ly i*th throat 
As deepe as to the lunges : who does me this. 

Hah ! s wounds 1 (hould take it : for it cannot be 
But I am pidgiojoliuerd,and lackc gall 

Fa To 
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TbeTrugedlc of Hamlet 



To make oppre flion bluer, or ere this 
I fhouid haue fatted all the region ky tea 
With this flaucscifalhbioody^audy villainc, 
Rcmoifle(fe,trc3chcrous,letcherous, kindle fife villain, 

V Vhy what an Affe am I ? this is moft brauc. 

That I the fonne of a dccre father murthcred, 

Prompted to my reuenge by heauenand hell, 

Muft like a whore vnpack my heart with words, 

And fal a cui fing like a very drabbe ; ftallion, fie vppont,foh* 
About my biaines,hum,I haue heard, 

That guilcic creatures fitting at a play, 

Haue by the very cunning of the Scene, 

Beene ftrooke fo to the foule,thatprcfcntly 
They haue proclaim’d their maltfa&ions: 

For murther though it haue no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miracolousorgan, He haue chefc Player* 

Play fomthing like the murther of my father 
Before mine Vnde, He obfe; uetois looker, 
lie tent him to the quick, if a do blench 
I know my cotirfe. The fpirit that I haue fccnc 
May 'be a’diuc)l A and the diuell hath power 
TVflume a picafing ftiapc ; yea 3nd perhaps. 

Out of my Weakeneff^and my melancholly* 

As he is very potent with fuel) fpirits, 

Abufes me to damne me ; lie haue grounds. 

More relatiue then this,the pby's the thing 
Wherein lie catch the conicicncc of the King* Exit* 
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Enter King, gucene, Pehnitu, Ophelia , Rofeacram 
defifterne, Lerds 

King* And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he ptits on this confufion/ 

Grating fo harfhly all bis daies of quiet 
VVirh turbulent and dangerouslunacie? 

RefHedoocs confeffe hcfcclcshimfelfediftraAed, 

Butfrom what caufe a will by nomcancs fpeake, 
fj^/.Nor do wc find him forward to.be founded, 

But w ith a crafty madneffekeepes aloof* 

When wc vvould bring him on to fomeconfcffipa 

- . i 
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Pr'mci of Dtnmatfcc 



* 22ul'J} 7fio wofhrlltiW : 

na dou^Q ocfl k 



©fhUtiueftatc. . 

t>'d hereceiue you well ? 

s7r Moft like * Gentleman. ! 

Cuil . But with much forcingof hhr difpofirion. 

Kef Niggard of queftion, but of out demands 
Moftfrcc in his reply. 

Q»tt. Did your, flay him to any paftime?- , > 

faf. Madam.it fofellout that certa'mc Player* 

Weore-raught on the way, of thefewe told him. 

And there did feeme in him a kind of ioy ; 

To heare of it : they are heere about t he Court, 

And as 1 thinke, they haue alreadic order 
This night to play before him. 

Pel. Tismefttrue. " . 

And he befeecht me to intreat your MaicHiea 

To heare and fee the matter. 

King. With all my heart, 

And it doth much content me 
To heare him fo inclin'd. • 

Good Gentlemen giue him afurthtr edge, 53 m 

And driue his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Ro/l We fliall my Eord. Extant Ref. & Gajf. 

X«w. Sweet £7#rfr-<rii,leaue»s two, 

for w c haue tlofely fent for Hamlet- hether. 

That he as i*wcre by accedent, may heere ; 

Affront Ophelia-, her father and my telfe, crii ;i 

V Veele io beftow ous fellies, that feeingvnleetff,, ; - . /rn 

VVcmay of their encounter, frankly iudge. 

And gather by him as he is bchaud, 

Jft be thVftiftion of his loue or na 
That thus he fuffersfor. 

Qute. Iftullobeyyou. 

'And for my part Ophelia I doe wifil 
Thatycur good beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlets wildmffc, fo fhalll hope your venae* 

Will bring b m to his wonted Way again** 

To both your honours* 

Ophe • Madam 1 wlftiitmay* 

‘ PoLQpbc/t*.v&\k you hcreigracious fo plcafe yotfj; 
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Wc will bcftow our felues; read oivthis Booke, 

That fhow of fuch an cxercifcCriiy coIoat. 

Your lowlinefle;we are ofc too hlamein this, 

Tis coo much prou'dl^chat with deuctions milage ;] ; 

And pious aft i on, wc doc fogar^c; . 

The Deuill himfclfe. 

King. O tis too true* 

How 1 mart a lafh th *c (pecch doth giite ray confcieftcc ? 

The harlots cheefce beaut ed with pl.iftring art* 

Is not raorc vgiy to the thing that helps ft, . -.■* 

Then is my deed fomyii>dilp*i«4cedwari};5 , ; j 0 j 

O hcauy burthen : : i 

, 

Enter Hamlet. 

Pol. I heare him comming, Withdraw my Lord. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the quefthm, ; 

Whether tis nobler in the mind to fuffer V v. 

The flings and arrowes of outragious Fortune, 

Orito take armes againft a Sea of troubles, 

And by oppofing end them : To die to fleepe - 

No more: and by a flc<«^d:.fay we end . * . irirfu 

The hart-ak^atiditfa^ naturali flioefc* 

That flclh is heire r« ; tis aeorffoimmtion 
Deuoutlyjto be wiftujo di»*ofleep, ;*• . 

To deep, perchance to drotfduri 1 tbereV the rub, :.il 

Fpr in that fleep of death ,Whac drdamcaamoy come ? /.) v or&K 
When wc hau^fliyfted^^i^itorwll coyic /• . ? oi c/.sVV 
Muftgiue vspaufe, thefts t ta* t efpeft 
That makes calamity offo longlife: 

For who would beare the whips and fcornes of time, / j f yr 
Th # oppreffors v rong, the proud mans coutumdy, 

The pangs of office and the Lawes delay, . .- -O 

The infolcnce of office, and chVfporncs 
Th it patient merit of thVri worthy tak cs t 
When himfclfe ^Higbt}iis^ufetju make 
With a bare bodkin ; who would fardels beare, 

To grunt and fweat vndcr a weary life ? 

But that the dread of fomethingafter death. 

The vndifeoucr’d Counrric, from whole borne 



No 



Trmcfi o/Dejimarke. 

Ho traueller returnes, puzzeh fhe will, 

And ^ak4sy% rather beare thole its wc haue. 

Then other s;that wpknownot of. 

yhus conference dooes make cowards. 

And thus the jeatiue hiew pf refoiution 
Is fickled ore with the pale caft of thought. 

And Enterprises of great pitch and moment, 

With this regard their currents tuinc awry. 

And loofe the name of a&ioo. Soft you no-w* 

Thefaire Ophelia , Nimph in thy Oriions 
Be all my fins remembred. 

Ophe. Good my Lord, 

How dooes your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham* I humbly thanke you; well. 

Op&e.MyLord I haue remembrances of yours 
That I haue longed long to re-dcliuer, 

I pray you now receiue them. 

Ham . No, not I, I neuer gaue you ought. j; 

Ophe . M y honor’d Lord, you know right well you did,, 

Aod with them words of fo fweet breath compofd 
As made rhefe things more rich : their perfumcloft> 

Take thefc againe, for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore when gtuerspxoue vnkind, 

There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha, arc you honeft. 

Ophe * My Lord. 

Ham . Are you fairc? 

Ophe. What meanes your Lordlhip? 

Ham. That if you be honeft and faire , you ftiould admit no 
difeourfe to your beautie.. 

Ophe. Could beautie my Lord haue better commerce 
Then with honefiy ? 

Ham. I truly, for the power of beautie will fooner transforme 
honeftie from what it is to arBaud, then the force of honefty can 
tranflate beautie in his Hfcendffc , this was fometime a Paradoxe, 
but now the time giues it proofe, I did loue you once, 

Ophe . Indeed my Lord you made me bcleeue fo. 

Ham. You ftiould not haue belecu d rae/or Yertue cannot fo 
cuacuatc our old ftock,but we fhalltcUilbofits I loued you no$<, 

Ophe p. 
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Opbe* I was the more deceiued. 

Ham. Gee thee a Nunry : why would’ft thou be a breeder of 
tinners? I am my fcl fin different honeft,butybt I could accufe me 
of fuch things,that it were better my Mother had not borne meet \ 
I am very proud, reuengefui, ambitious, with more offences at my 
beck, then l haue choghes to put them ih.imagination togiueth* 
fliapc,or time to aft them in' r what (hould fuch fellowes as I do 
crauling betweene Earth and Heauen? we are arrant Knaues, be- 
lieuc none of vs. Go thy waiestoaNuhry, VVhcr’s your father? 
Ophe. At home my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doers be (but vpon him, 

That he may play the foolc no where but in’s ownc houfe, 
Farewell. • '*» - 

Ophe. O helpe him you fweet Heauens. 
fl.iw.If thou dooft mary, lie giuc thee this plague for thy dow- 
ry, be thou as chad as Ice, as pure as inow, thou (halt not efcapc 
calumny,get thee to a Nunry,farwcll. Or ifthou wilt needs mar- 
ry, marrie a foole, for wifemen know well enough what monflers 
you make of them : to aNunry go, and quickly to, farwcll. 

Ophe. Hcauenly powers reftore him. 

Ham. I haue heard of your paintings well enough, God hath 
giuen you one face, and you make your fclues another, you gig & 
amble, and you lift you nickname Gods creature*, and make your 
waotonneffe ignorancc^go to, lie no more on’e, it hath made me 
mad, I fay we will haue no mo marriage, thofc that arc married 
already, all but one Hull liue, the reft (hall keepc as they are : to a 
Nunric goe. Exit. 

Op he. O what a noble mind is here othrowne ! 

The Courtiers, Soldiers, Scholers,cie, tongue, fword, 
Th’expe<3ation,and Rofe of the fair® ftate, 

The glaffe offaihion, and the mould offorme, 

Th'obfcru’d of ail oblcruers, quite, quite downe. 

And I of Ladies moft deic<5l and wretched. 

That fuckt the hony of his Mufick vowes 5 
Now fee what noble and moft foueffcigne rcafon 
Like fweet bels tangled out of time, and harfti, 

That vnmarcht forme, and ftaturcof blowneyouth 

Blafted with extafic. O wo is me i 

l 9 haue feenc what I haue fccnc, fee what I fee. Exit* 

Ettter 
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Prince of Denmark e. 

Enter King and Polomw 

King. Loue : his affe&ions do not that way tend. 

Nor what he fpakc, though it hekt fornae a little, 

Was not like madnes; there’s fomething in his foule 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doe doubt, thchatch and the difcolfc 
Will befome danger; which for to preuenr, 

| haue in qufck determination 

Thus fet downe : he (hall with fpeed to England* 

For the demand of our negle&cd Tribute, 

Haply the Seas, and Countries different, 

With variable obiefts (hall expell 
This fomething fetled matter in his heart. 

Whereon his braines ftill beating 
Purs him thus from fafhion of himfelfc. 

What thinke yon on’c ? 

Pol* It (hall doc well. 

Bur yet do I bclieue the origen & comencement of it 
Sprung from neglefted loue s how now Ophelia ? 

You need not tell vs what Lord Hamlet faid, 

Wc heard ir all : my Lord, doe as you pleafe. 

But if you hold it fit, after the play. 

Let.his Queen-mother all alone intreat him 
To lho w his griefe, let her be round with him, 

And lie be plac'd (fo plcafe you) in theeare 
Of all their conference : if (he find him not. 

To England fend him : or confine him ^rherc 
Your wifdome beft (hall thinkc. 

Kmg. It Hull be fo, 

Madnes in great ones muft not vnmatcht go. Exemt. 

Enter Hamlet, and three of the Players. 

Ham. Spcake the 1‘pecch I pray you as I pronounc'd it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue, but if you mouth it as many of our 
Players do, I had as hue the Town-crier fpoke my lines, nor doe 
not faw the aire.coo much with your hand thus, but vfe al gently, 
for in the vejy torrent tempefi, 6 c as I may fay ,whirl wind of your 
paflion you muft acquirc^nd beget a temperncc, that may giuc it 
fmoothneflcjO it offends me to to tbe foulc , to heare arobufti- 

G eus - 





. The TrageJic of Hamlet 

ous Pcrwig.pacrd fcllo a tere a puflion to totters, to verie ! 
to fpleet the cares of the ground-lings, who for the molt part ate 
capable of no hingbut in explicable dumbe fhewes, and noifcsl 
w mid h me fuch a id ow whipt for ore-doing Termagant, it out 
Herodsy Herod , pray you auoid it. 

Play. Iwair nt your honour. 

Ham. Be no ; too tame neither, but let your own diferetion be 
your tutor, fine the a£hon to the word , the word*to the aftion, 
with i his fpe; iallobfcruance, that you ore-ftep not the modeftie 
ot Nature: For any thing fo ore-done, is from the purpofeof 
pi lying, whofe end both at firft, and now, was and is, to hold as 
twere the Mirrour vp to Nature, to fhe w rertue her featurc;fcorn 
her o wn Image, and the very age and bodic ot the time his forme 
andpreflfure : Now this ouer-done, or come tardieoff thoughic 
makes thewnskilfull laugh,cannot but make th judicious gneue, 
the cenfureof which one muft in your allowance ore- weigh a 
whole Theater of others. O there be Players that I hauc feen play, 
and hcard^Khers pr3ifd,and that highly, not to fpe^ke it profane* 
ly,tl:at neither hauingth’ accent ot Christians , nor the gateof 
Chrift/4'2 t Pdg4n % vsQr m3n,hauefo ftrutted & bellowed, chat I hauc 
thought fome of Natures Iournymen had made tn.n , and not 
nude them well, they imitated humanitic fo abominably. 

Play % I hope we haue reform'd chat indifferently with vs. 

Ham. O reforms it altogether , and let thofe that play your 
Clownes fpcake no more then is fet downe for them, for therebe 
of them that will thcmfclues laugh, to fee onfome quantiticof 
barraine Spectators tohugh to, though in the mcane time, fome 
ncceflfarie qneftion of the play be then to be confidered:that’s vil- 
lanous, and flic wes a moft pittifull ambition in the Foole that v- 
i£s it :go make you rcadie. How now my Lord, will the King 
hearc this piece of worlce? 

Enter P donuts, Guylienjlerne^and Refiner aw, 

Pol. And the Quecne to, and chat prefemly, 

Ham. Bid the Piaycrs make haftc.Wiil you two help to haflen 
Ref. I my Lord. Exeunt tbofi two* (them* 

Ham 9 What how, Horatio. Enter Herat $*> 

Hera, Hecrc fw cct Lord, at your fcruice* 

Ham . Her also, thou art een as iuil a raa& 

As ere my conuwfation cope ymtolL 
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TrtncVof Dcnmarke! 

flora. O my dearc Lord. 

No let the candied tongue hek obfurd pompe. 

And crooke the pregnant hinges of the knee 

Where thrift may follow fawning, doft thoubeare. 

Since my deare foule was Mftns of her choice. 

And could of men diftinguifo her eledion 
Sharh feald thee for her felfe, for thou haft bio , 

As one in fuffering all that fuffers nothing, 

A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 

Haft tanc with equall thanks; and bleft are thofe 

Whofe -bloud and Judgement are fo well comealed, 
That they are not a pipe for For tines finger 
To found what ftop foe pleafe : giue me that man 
That is not pafltons flaue,and I will weare him 
In my hearts core, I ki my heart of heart 
As 1 do thee. Something too much of this, 

.There is a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of it comes neerethe circuraftance 
Which I haue told thee of my fathers death, 

I pretheewhen thoa feeft that Ada foot, 

Euen with the very comment of thy foule 
Qbferue my Vocle, if his occulted guilt 
Doe not it felfe vnkennill in one fpeecb, 

Itis • damned Ghoft that we haue feene, 

And my imaginations are as foule 
A» VhIcms ftithy; giue him hccdfull note 
For I mine eiea will riuet to his face. 

And after we will both our Judgements ioyne 
In cenfure of his feeming. 

H«ra. Well my Lord, 

If a fieale ought the whilft this Play is playing 
And fcape dctr&rd, I will pay the theft. 

Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drummer , King, ligeene, 

Petanim , Ophelia. 

Bw.They are comming to the Play . I muft be idle, 












The T ragtdic e/Hamlet 

Gft you a place. 

King. How fares our Coufin Hamlet l ^ 

Ham. Excellent Ifaith. 

Of the Camelions diih, I eat the aire, 

Promif-cram’d,you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. I haue nothing withthis anfwcr Hamlet , 

Thele words are not mine. 

Ham. No nor mine now my Lord. 

You playd once i’th the Voiuerficie you fay. 

Pel. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good Aftor, 
Haue. What did you cnadfc? . „ 

Pol. I did enait Iuliue Cafir, I was kdd l’th Capttall, 

“Brutus kild me. * . , 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo capitala ealfe there,. 

Be the Players readie ? 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay vponyour patience. 

Ger. Come hither my deare Hamlet , fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother here’s mettle more attra&iuc. 

Pol. O, oh, doe you matke that. 

Ham. Ladie fhalllie in your lap ? 

Ophe.. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrie matters? 

Opbe. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

HawThat’s a faire thought to lie between maids legs. 

Ophe. Wr at is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Ophe. You arc merrie my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

0 Hm. O God >ur onely Iigge^maker what fimuld a man do 
but be merrie, for looke you how cberefnlly my mother lookes, 
and my father died within's twohoures. 

Ophe. Nay, tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long, nay then let the Deuill weare black, for lie haue 
aSute of Sables; O heauens, die two moneths ago, and not 
ootten yer.thifn there's hope a great mans memone may out-hue 
bis life halfc a veare,but bet Ladie a mul+ build Churches then, r 
elfe flvdl a fi flrr not thinking on, with the Hobby-hotfe, whof 

Epitaph is, for O, for O, the Hobby-hoife u forgot. 






Trince o/Denmarke. 

The Trumpets found. Humbefiew follows. 

Enter a King and a Qteeene,tbe Queene embr acing him, and he her , 

. t .l ts her vp, and declines his head vpon her neckf, be lies him downe 
Zon a banks of flowers, fee feeing him afleepe, leaues-hjm : anon comes 
% another man, takes of hie Crownfrfes it, pours poyfin inthefleepers 
cares and leasees him : the Queene returnes, finds the Kmg dead, makes 
paffienate allion, the poy finer with feme three orfiure comes m againe, 
P r eem to condole with her, the dead body is carried away, the pot finer woes 
the (Queen with gifts, fhe ferns h*r(b awhile, but in the end accept lone* 

Oph. What meanes d'ismy Lord ? 

Ham. Marry it is munching Bdallieo, it meanes mil chette. 

Oph. Belike this (how imports the argument of the Play, 

Ham. We fhall know by this fellow, Enter prologise. 

The Players cannot keepe they’le tell all. 

Ophe. Will a tell vs what this Ihow meant ? 

Hn.l.oratiy ihow that you will fhow him.benot you atham’d 

' to (hoV,hecle not ihame to tell you what it meanes. 

Oph. You arc naught, you arc naught,Ilc markc the Play** 

Prologue. For vs and for our Tregcdy, 

Hccre (looping to.your clemencie, 

Wc begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue or thcpofic of a Ring? 

Ophe. Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans loue. 

Enter King and Queene. 

King, Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
Heptanes Tit wadi, and Tellu* orb s dthe ground. 

And thirty dofenMoones with borrowed flieene 
About the world haue times twclue thirties beenc 
Since Loue our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Vnitecomutull in moftfacrcd bands. 

JW 0 So many iourneyes may the Sun and Moon 
Make vs againe count 01 e ere loue be doj^e, 

But woe is me you arc fo fickc of late, 15 

Sofarre from cheere,and from your former ftate. 

That I diftruit you, yet though I difiruft, 

Diicomfort you my Lord it nothing muft» ^ 







TkeTragedie of Hamlet 

For women (care too much,euen as they loue, 

And womens feare and Iouc hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity,’ 

Now what my Lord is proofe hath made you know. 

And as my loue isciz’ft.my feare is fo. 

Where loue is great, the litleft doubts are feare, 

Where little fears grow great, great loue grows there 
King. Faith I muft leauc thee louc.and {hortly to. 

My operant powers their fnn&ions leaue to doe,; 

And thou (haltliue in this faire world behind, 

Honord, belou’d, and haply one as kind, 

For husband (halt thou. 

Quee. O confound the reft. 

Such loue muft needs be treafon in my breft. 

In fecond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed the fecond, but who kild thefirft. ZKww.That’s 

The inftances that fecond marriage moue wormwood. 

Are bafe refpea* of thrift, but none of loue, 

A fecond time 1 kill my husband dead, 

When fecond husband ksfles me in bed. 

King . I do beleeue you think what now you fpeak, 

But what we doe determine, oft wc breake, 
purpofc is but the flaue to memory. 

Of violent birth, but poore validity. 

Which now the fruit vnripe flicks on the tree. 

But fall vnfhaken when they mellow be. 

Moll ncceflVy tis that we forget 

To pay our felues what to our fclues is debt. 

What to our fclues in paflion we propofe, 

The p flion ending, doth the purpofe lole, 

The violence ofeither griefe or ioy. 

Their owne ennaftores with them fclues deftroy, 

Where ioy moft reuels, griefe doth moft lament, 

Griefe ioy, ioy griefes,on {lender accedenr. 

This world is not for aye, nor tis not ftrange, 

That euen our loues (hould with our fortuns ch >nge. 

For tis a que ftion left vs yet to proue. 

Whether loue lea J fortune.or elfe fortune loue. 

The great man downe,you markc his fauouritc flies. 
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Prince ©/"Denmark^ 

The poore aduancfd makes friends of enemies, 

And heihertoo doth loue on fortune tend. 

For who notneeds.fh.il nener lack a friend. 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

D re£fly feafonshimhis enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 

Our wi Is and fates do fo contrary runi 
That our deuices ftill ate ouerthrowne, 

Our thoughts are ours .their ends none of our owne, 

So ihinkc chou wilt no fecond husband wed. 

But dy thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

0«re.Nor earth to me giue food.nor hcauen light, 

Sport and repofe lock from me day and night, 

To defperation turne my trull and hope, 

And Anchors cheete in prifon be my fcope. 

Each oppofitc that blanks the face of ioy, 

Meet what I would hauc well, and it deftroy, 

Both here and hence purfue me lading ftrife, 

If once I be a widdow,euer 1 be wife. 

Ki”g‘ Tis deeply fworne,fwcct leaue me heare a while. 

My fpirits grow dull and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with deep, 

Quee. Sleep rock thy brain, 

And neuer come mifehance betwixt vs twain Exeunt * 

Ham. Maddam.how like you this Play? 

Quee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinks. 

Ham. O but fhee’le keep her wot d. 

Xt»i. Hauc you heard the argument ? is there no offence in’t ? 

Ham. No, no, they do but ieft, poifbn inieft, no offence i’tb 

Xmg. What do you callthe Play ? (world. 

Ham. The Mcufe f rap , maty how tropically, this Play is the 
Image of a number done in Vienna , Gonz,ag« is the D kes name, 
his wife Bapttjia, you fhall lee anon, tis a knauifh piece of work, 
but what ofthat ? your Maielly and we {hall haue free foules, it 
touches vs not , let the gaulcd Jade winch , our withers are vn- 
wrung. This is one Lnaanus, Nephew to the King. 

Enter Luciantu. 

Opb. Y ou are as good as a Churn* my Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret between* you and your loue ^ 



HrfW.Iflhc Ihould 
break it now. 
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Iffcould fee the puppies dallying. 

Opbe . You arekeenemy Lord, you are kecne. 

Ham, It would coft you a groning to take off mine edge. 

Opb . Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands. Begin murtherer, leaue 
thy^damnable faces and begin, come, the croking Rauen doth 
bellow for reuenge. s 

Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit and time agreeing, 
Confidcratc fcafon,els no creatftre feeing. 

Thou mixture ranke,of miduight weeds collctfted, 

With Hecats ban thrice blafted, thrice infefted. 

Thy natural! magicke, and dire propertic. 

On wholcfome life vfurps immediately. 

Ham. A poifons him i'th Garden for his eflate,his names Gonza* 
go y the ftory is extant and written in very choice halta* 3 yoxi (ball 
fee anon how the murtherer gets the louc of Goniagocs wife. 

Opb . The King rifes. 

Qhcc. How fares my Lord ? 

TV. Giue ore the Play. 

King, giue me fome light,away. 

TV. Lights, lights,lighcs. Exemt 3 aUbm Ham.and Hoy am. 

Ham. Why let the ftroken Deere goe wcepe. 

The Hart vngaulcd play, 

For fome muft warch whilrt: fome muft fleepe,i 
Thus runs the world away. Would not this fir & a forreft of fea- 
thers, if the reft of my fortuns'turne T urk with me, with prouincial 
Rofes,onmy raz’d flhooes,gctme a fellowship in a city of Player? 
Hera. Halfeafharc. 

Ham . A whole one I. 

For thou doft know ohSDtfw#* deere? 

This Rcalme dimantlcd was 
Of/cw*himfclfe,and now raigneshcre 
A very very paiock. 

Hora . You might haue rim'd. 

Ham.O good Horatio 3 He take the Ghofts word for a thoufand 
pound. Didft pcrccauc ? 

Hora, Very well my Lord. 

Ha. Vpon the talkeof thepoifoning. 

Hora. I did very well note him. 

Ham* 

• 




Prince o^Denttiarfee." 

Ham . Ah ha, come fome mufiquc,come the Reoor derfJ 
porif the King like not the Comodie, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdie. 

Come, fome mufique. 

Enter Rofe»craus 3 Gt4ylde*(/erKe. 

C7«.Good my Lord,voutfafe me a word with you 
Ham. Sir a w hole hiftorie. 

Guji . The King fir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? * 

Guyll Is in his retirement mcruailous diftempred. 

Ham. With drinke fir? 

%/.No my Lord, with chollcr. 

Ham. Your wifetlome flhould {hew it fclfe more richer to fig- 
nifie this to the Doftor, for , for me to put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more choller. 

Guy/.Good my Lord put your difeourfe into fome frame. 

And (tare not fo wildly from my affaire. 

Ham, I am raroe fir, pronounce. 

Guy/. The Queene your mother in moft great affliaion of fpl- 
rit,hath fent me to you. 

Ham <, Y ou are welcome. 

Guy.Hzy good my Lord, this curtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it fhall plcafe you to make me a wholfomc anfwer , I will do 
your mothers eommandcmcnc , if not, your pardon and my re* 
turnc, fhall be the end of bufincffc. 

Ham.Sit I cannot. 

Rof, What my Lord. 

Ha.Make you a wholfome anfwer, my wits difeafd,but fir, fuck 
anfwer as I can make, you fhal ccmmand,or rather as yotf fay, my 
mother,thercfore no morc,but to the mattei;,my mother you fay 0 
Rof. Then thus (he faies,your behauionr hath ftrejoke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham.O wonderfull fonne that can fo ftonifti another! bur Is 
there noicquell at the hceles of this mothers admiiation?impart. 
RofShc defires to fpeakwith you in her elofet ere you go to bed. 
Ham. We /hall obey, werclhe ten times our mother, haueyou 
any further trade with vs ? 

RofMy Lord you once did louc me. 

Bam. And doe ftill by thefe pickers and ftcalem 

H Kef. 



MjgTbe Tragedie ©/"Hamlet 
RoC Good my Lord, what is your caufe ofdiftcmper.you'do 
furdy banhedoorevpon your owne liberty, if you deny your 
griefes to your friend. 

Ham. Str 1 lack aduancement. . ' 

Ref. How can that be when you haue the yoyce of the King 
himfelfe for your fucceflion in Denmark f. 

Enter the Plajers with Recorders, 

Ham I fir, but wile the giraffe grows, the prouetb is fending 
mufty , oh the Recorders, let me fee one to withdraw wuh you 
why do you go about to recouer the wind of me, as if you would 

O m my n io° d if my duty be too bold, my loue is too ynmanerly 
Ham.\ do not well vndetftand th«,wiH you play vpon this pipe ? 
CuylMy Lord I cannot. 

Ham. 1 pray you. 

Gujl. Beleeue me 1 cannot. 

Ham.l befeech you. 

.^th’ ““>■ T ,h r ' TT.£o^ 

0(1 

me, you would play vpo >y , muiipnr vou would found 

^3S3fgS^ 

/V.By’ch maffc and tis like a Camell indeed. 

Ham.iAc thinks it,is like a We*ell. 

•Pol.lt is black like a WezelL 
Ham. Or like a Whale.. 

Pel.V ery like a Whal*. J^Tt* 8 
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Wince of Denmarke. 

ffaw.Then I will come to my mother by and by, 

They fool me to the top of my bent, I wil come by&by, 

Leaue me triends. 

I will, fay fo. By and by is eafily faid, 

Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Church-yards yawne, and hell itfelfe breaks cut 
Contagion to this world : now could I drink hot blood* 
Anddofuch bufineffeas the bitter day 
Would quake to looke on : fofc, no w to my mother, 

0 heart loofe not thy nature ! let not euer. 

The foule of Nero enter this firrac bo feme ! 

Let me be cruell,not vnnaturall, 

1 will fpcak dagger to her,buc vfe none. 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites. 

How in my words fomeucrflie be flient. 

To giue them feales ncucr my foule confenr. 

Enter King,%o^ncrans y and Gujldcnfterne. 

King, I like him not, nor Bands it fa fe with vs 
To let his madneffe range,therefore prepare you, 

I your commi&on will forthwith dilpatth, 

And he to England fhall along with you. 

The termes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazard fo neer’s as doth hourcly grow, 

Ctytof hisbrowes. 

GhjL We will our feluesprouidc, 

Moft holy and religious fcare it is 
To keep thofe many many bodies fafe 
That liue and feed vpon your Maiefty. 

Rof. The fingle and peculier life is bound, 

> With all the ftrtngth a d armour of the mind 
To keep it felfe from noy ance,but much more 
That fpirit, vpon whofe weate depends and refts 
The liucs of many, the ceffe of Maiefty 
Dies not alone * but like a gulfe doth draw 
What’s neere it,with it, or it is a maflic wheclc 
Fixt on the fomnecof the higheft mount. 

To whofe huge fpokes, ten thoufand ltflfer things 
Are morteift and adioynd,which when it falls, 
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The TrAgedie of Hamlet 

Each (mail anncxment.petie conference 

Attends the boiftrousraiue.neuer alone 

Did the King figh.but a generall growne. > . 

King.. Armc you I pray you to this fpcedic voiage, \ 
For we will fetters put about this feare 

Which now goes to free-footed. 

RoJ. VVe will haft vs. Exemt.Gem.. 

Enter Polonim. 

Pel. My Lord.he’s going to his mothers cbfct. 

Behind the Arras l’leconuay my fclfe 

To here the proffc(fe,l’le warrant dice lc tax him home. 
And as you f id, and wilely was it faid, 

Tis meet that fome more audienre then a mother. 

Since nature makes them partialljfliould ore-hearc 
The fpeech of vantage j tare you well my Lcigc, 

l’le call vpon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I know. 

King. Thanks deere my Lord. 

0 my offence is rankest fmels to heauen* 

It hath the primal! eldeft curfe rppont ; 

A brothers murthcr,pray can I not, 

Though inclination be as fharp as will. 

My ‘(Longer guilt defeats my ftrong intent, 

And like a man to double bufineffe bound, 

1 ftan d in paufe where I (hall firft begin. 

And both negleft : what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe wi h brothers bloody 
Is there not raine enough in the fweet Heaucns 
To wafh it white as fnow ? whereto lerucs mercic. 
But to confront the viftige of offence ? 

And what’s in praier but this/two Told force, 

To be foreftalled ere we come to fall,. 

Or pardon being downe, then l’lclooke vp. 

My faults is paft.but oh l what forme of praier 
Can feme my turne ? forgiue me my foule muithcr s. 
That cannot be fined am ftilpofTeft 
Ofthofe atfe^sfor which I did the number ; 

My Crowe, min? owe ambition, and my Qucene; 
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Prince o/Dcnmarke. 

May one be pardoned and rctaineth’offcncc ^ 

In the corrupted currents of this world , 

Offences guided hand may fliow by iuftice. 

And oft tis fecne the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law, but tis not fo aboue. 

There is no fhufflmg, there the aftion lies 
In his true nature, and wc our felues compeld 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults ! . 

To giue in euidence : what then, what refts ? 

Try what repentance can, what can it not, 

Ye t what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched ftate, O bofotne blacke as death,, 

0 limed foule, that flrugling to be free. 

Art more ingaged ! hclpe Angles make affay, 

Bow ftubborne knees and heart with firings of fleclfc 
Be fo.ft.as linnewes of the new borne babe,; 

All may be welL 

Enter Hamlet. 

JF/4W.N0W mighr Ido it,butnowa is a prayings 
And now He doo’t, and fo a goes to heauen. 

And fo am I reuenge d, that would be fcand. 

A villaine kilsmy father, and for that, 

1 his foie fonne, do this fame villaine fend 
To heauen. 

Why, this is bafe and filly.— — notreucndgCj' 

A tooke my father grofly, full of bread, 

Withall his crimes broad blownc, as flufh as May, 
And how his Audit Bands who knowes faue heaucn 5 . 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought, 

Tis heauie with him : and ami then reuendged 
To take him in t he purging of his foule, 

When he is fit and fcafoned for his paflage ? 

No. 

Vp Sword, and know thou a more horrid bent,. 
When he is drunken fleepe. or in his rage, 

Or in th’ incefUous pleafure of his bed. 

At game, a iWaring, or about fome aft: 

That has no rdlifh of feluation in*r. 
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The Tritgedie o/Hamlet 

Then triphim that his heele mas kick at hcauen. 

And that his foule may be as damnd and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes; my mother ftayes. 

This Phyiick but prolongs thy ficklydayes. Exit, 

King . My words flie vp, my thoughts remaine below 
Words without thoughts neuer to hcauen go. Exit. 

Enttr Qertrard and Polwitu, 

Palo. A will come ftrait, look you lay home to him, 

Tell him his pranks haue bin too broad to beare with. 

And that your grace hath fcrct n’d and flood betweene 
Much heat and him, lie filence me cuen heere. 

Pray you be round. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Cer. lie waite you, fcare me not. 

Withdraw, 1 heare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother, what’s the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet, thou haft thy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother you haue my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham. Go go, you queflion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter now ? 

Ger. Haue you forgot me ? 

Ham. No by Rood not fo. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife, 

And would it were pot lo, you are my mother. 

Ger. Nay, then lie fet thofe to you that can fpeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you downe.you fhall not boudge, 
You go not till I fet you rp a Glafle 

Where you may fee the moft part of you. 

Ger . What wilt thou do,thou wilt not murther me? 

-Helpe hoe. 

Polo. What hoe heJpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Duckat,dcad. 

Pel, Olamflaine. 

Ger. O me , what haft thou done ? 

Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King ? 
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! Trince o/'Denmarke. 

Ger . O vvhat a rafli and bloudic deed is this. 

Ham. A bloudie deed,almoft as bad good mother 
As kill a King, and marrie with his brother. 

Ger. As kill a King. . 

Ham, I Lady it was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafli, intruding Foolc farwcll, 

I tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune, 

Thou find*ft to be too bufie is fome danger. 

Leaue wringing of your hands, peace fit you downe. 

And let me wring your heart, for fo I fliaji 
If it be made of penetrable ftuffc, 

If damned cuflomehaue nor brafditfo. 

That it be proofeand bulwarke againft fence. 

Ger . What haue I done, that thou dar’ft wagg« thy tongue 
In noife fo rude agf inft me ? 

Ham*. Such an aft 

That blurres the grace and bluflh of modeflie. 

Cals vertue Hypocrite, takes of the Rofe 
From the fairc forehead of an innocent loue, 

And fees a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
As falfe as Dicers oathes. Oh futh a deed! 

As from the body of contraftion plucks 
The very foule : and fweet Religion makes 
A rapfodic of words; heauens face does glow 
Ore this folidiry and compound mafTe 
With heated vifage, as againft the doome 
Is thought-fick at the aft. 

Quec . Ay me what aft? 

Ham . That rores fo lowd and thunders in the Index,. 

Looke here vpon this Pifture, and on this, 

The counterfeit preferment of two brothers. 

See what a grace was feated on his brow, 

Htpcrwts curies the front of lone himfelfc. 

An eic like May s, to threaten and command 
A ftatioalike the Herald Mercury 
New lighted on a heaue, a killing hill, 

A combination and forme indeed. 

Where cuery God did feeme to fet his fcalc 
To gitac the world sfiurancc of a man, 

Thte 
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The Tragedie <?/ Hamlet 

This was your husband, lookyou now what- folio wes? 
Heerc is your husband like a mil-dewed care, 

Blafting his wholfome brother : habe you eies ? 

Could you oil this faire Mountaine leaue to feed 
And batton on this Moore ; ha, haue you eies ? 

You cannot call it loue, for at your age 
The heyday in the bloud is tame, it's humble. 

And waits vpon the iudgement,and whaciudgement 
Would ftep from this to this ? fence fure you haue 
Elfe could you not haue motion, but fure that fence 
Is appoplext, formadneffe would noterre 
Nor fence to extafie was neere fo thral’d 
But it referu’d fome quantitie of choice 
To feme in fuch a difference. What Deuill wall 
That thus hath cofond you at hodman-blind ? 

• Eies without feeling, feeling without fighr, ^ 

Eares without hands , or eies, fuelling fance all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fence 

Could not fo mope. Oh fhame ! where is thy blulii ? 
Rebellious hell. 

If thou canlt mutine in a Matrons bones, 

To flaming youth, let ver tue be as wax 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no ftiame 
When the compulfiue ardure giues the charge. 

Since froft it felfeas a&iuely doth burne, 

And reafon pardons will. 

ger. O Hamlet fpeake no more, 

Thou turn’d my very eies into my foule. 

And there I fee fuch black and gricucd fpots 
As will leaue there their tinft. 

Ham* Islay but toliuc 
In the ranke fweat of an inceftuous bed 
Stewed in corruption, honying and making loue 
Ouerthe naflie flic. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Tbefe words like Daggers enter in my eares 
No more fweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A muriherer and a villaine, 

A flauc that is not tyventitb pait the kyth. 



Prince of Denmark 

Of your p-ecedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A Cut-purfe of the Empire and the rule. 

That from a flielfe the precious Diadem ftole 
And put it in his pocket. 

Enter Ghofl* 

Ham* A King of ftireds and patches, 

Saue me and houcrore me with your wings 
You heauenly guardtswhat would your gracious figure ? 

Ger * Alafle he’s mad. 

Ham* Doe you not come your cardie fonne to chide. 

That lap’ ft in time and paflion lets goe by 
Th* important afting of your dread command, O fay! 

Gbtft* Doe not forget : this yifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe, 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits, 

O ftep betweene her, and her ftghing foule i 
Conceit in wcakeft bodies ftrongeft worker 
Speakc to her Hamlet, 

Ham* Howisit with you Ladie? 

Qfcr. Alaffc how i*ft with you ? 

That you doe bend your eie on vacancie • 

And with tb’incorporall aire do hold dtfcourfe^ 

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peepe. 

And a s the deeping Souhiiers in th’alarme. 

Your beaded hai* l.kc life in excrements 
Starts vp and ftands an end : O gentle fonnei 
Vpon the heate and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle coole.patiencc, whereon do you looked 

Ham. On him, on him, looke you how pale he glercs. 

His forme and caufc conioyned, preaching to floncs 
Would make them capable, do not looke vpon me. 

Left with this pittious aftion you conuerc 
My fternetffe<fts, then what I haue to doe 
Will want true colour, tearesperchance for bloud. 

Ger* To whom doc you fpeake this ? 

Ham* Doe you fee nothing there? 

Ger. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee* 

Ham* Nor didyou nothing heare ? 

Ger . No, nothing but cur fclues. 

I Haml 








Th Tragus o/Hamiet 



Jim. Why looke you there, looke how it fteales away, 

My father in his habit as he liud, nhM- 

Looke where he goes.euen now out at the portall. Exit GW* 
Ger. This is the coynage of your braine, 

This bodileffe creation, cxtafie is very cunning m 

Ham. My puife as yours doth tewperatly keepe time. 

And makes as healthfull rnufiek, it is not roadneflc 
That Thame vttred, bring roe to the teft. 

And the matter will re word, which madnellc 
VVould gamb ale from,. Mother for louc of grace, ^ 

Lay not that flittering vmftion to yotir loule 
That not your trcfpaffe hut my madacffe Ipcakes^ . 

Jt will but skin and filme.tbe vlccrous place, 

Whilesranke corruption mining all within 
InfeSs vnfeene : confeffe your felfe to heemen. 

Repent what’s paft, aooid what i* to come. 

And doe not fpread the compofton the weeds 
To make them ranker, fotgiue me this my venue, . 

For in the fatneffe of thefe purfie times 
yertue it felfe of vice mu/* pasdon beg, 

Yea curbe and wooe for.leaue to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet ! thou haft deft my hart in t waine* 

Ham, O throw away the worfer part of it. 

And leaue the purer wi.th the other halfe, 

©ood night, but goe not to my Vodes bed, 

Alfutne avenue, if you haue it not, 

That monftercuftome, who all fence doth eat* 

Of habits Deuill, is Angell yet in this 

That to thevfe of afi’tons fairc and goou fi 
He likewife glues a Frpck or Liu.erie 
That aptly is put on to tefraine night. 

And that (hall lend a kind of eafineffe 
To the next abftincncc , the next more eafic % 

For vfe almoft can change the ftampe of nat ure, 

And mafter the Deuill, or throw him out 

With wondrous potencic soacc more good nigpt, 

And when you are dcfirous.to be blcft, 

Jlebleflingbeg of you, for&hssiime Lord 
I /dp e repent j buthcauen hath pleased it fo - 








Prince of Denraarfeco 

TTo p uni ft) me with this, and this with 
That I muft be their fcourge and minifter, 

I will bellow him and will anfwer well 
The death I gaue him; fo againe good night 
I muft be cruell onely to be kind. 

This bad begins, and worfc remaincs behind. 

One word more good L'adie* 

Ger . Whatftialljdoe ? 

Ham- Not this by no meancs that I bid you do?, 

Ter the blowt King tempt you againe to bed, 
pinch wanton on your cheeke, call you his Mou(c, 

And let him for a pairc of rcechiekifles. 

Or padling in your nccke with his damn’d fingers® 

Make you to roucllall this matter out 
That I effentially am not in madneffe, 

But mad in craft, t’were good you let him know* 

For who that’s but a Quecne, fairc, fober, wife, 

Would from a paddack,from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deerc confcruings hide, who would doe fo. 

No, in defpight of fence and fecrccic, 

Vnpcg the basket on the houfes top, 

Let the birds flie, and like ihe famous Ape, 

To try eonclufions in the basket creepc, 

And breakeyour owne nccke downc* 

Ger . Be thou aflfur’d, if words be made of breathy 
An d breath of life, I haue no life to bre ath 
What thou haft laid ro me. 

Ham. I muft to England you know that, 

Ger • Alack I had forgot. 

Tisfo concluded on. 

Ham* Ther’s letters feald,& my two fchool-feHow£* s 
Whom I will truft as I will Adders fang'd, 

They beare the Mandate .they muft fweepemy way 
And marfhall me to knauery : let it workc, 

For tis the fporttohaue theEngincr 
Hoift with his owne petar, an’t (hall goe hard 
But I will delue one yard below their mines. 

And blow them at the Moone : O tis moft fvs tet 
When in one line two crafts dirc&ly meet, 

I z This 








The Trfigk&ieof Hamlet 

This man (hall fee me packing, 
l ie lugge the guts into the neighbour roome ; 

Mother good night indeed, this Counfailer 
Is now moftftill.moft fecrcr,andmoft graue, 

VVhowasfi^lifeamoft foolilh prating knaue. 

Come nr, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night mother. . Exit, 

Enter King, and Queene,witb Roftncratu 
and Gttyldenfterne. 

King. There’s matter in thefe fighes,thefe profound heaues, 

You mult tranflate.tis fit we vnderftand them, 

VVhere is your fonne ? * . . 

Gert. Beftow this place on vs a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what haue I feene to night ? 

King.W hat Gertard, how doocs Hamlet ? 

Gere. Mad as the fea and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in his lawlcffe fit. 

Behind the Arras hearing fome thing ftir, 

Whips outhisRapier,cryeisaRat,a Rat, 

And in this brainifh apprehcnfion kills 
The vnfeene good old min. 

King. Oheauydced! * 

It had beeoe fo with vs had we bin there, 

His Iibertie is full of threats to all, 

To you your felfe,to vs, to euery one, 

Alas, how (hal this bloody deed be anfwefd ? o 

It will be laid,to vs.whofe prouidence 
Should haue kept fhort,reflraiti’d,and out of haunt 
This mad young roan;butfo much was our louc. 

We would not vnderftand what was moll fit, 

But like the owner of a foule difeafe 
To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Euen on the pith of life : where is he gone ? 

Gert, To draw apart the body he hathkfld, 

Ore' whom, his very madneffe like fome ore 
Among a mineral! ofmettals bafe, 

Showcs it felfe pure, a weeps for what is done. 

King. Gertrud, come ayvay, 
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The Sun no fooner "Avail the mountaines touch. 

But we will ih p him hcnce.and this vile deed 

We muft with all our Mai ftieandskill Enter R^fand Guy Id. 

Both countenance andexcufe. Ho Gylde»(lerne, 

Friends both,go ioyne you with fome further ayd, 

Hamlet in madneffe hath Volonim flaine, 

And from his mothers dofet hath he drag’d him. 

Go feeke him out fpeakefaireand bring the body 

Into the Chappell; I pray you haft in this 

Come (jerftvsrdjWce’leeall vp our wifeft friends. 

And let them know both what we meane to do 
And wbats vntiroely done, 

Whofe whifper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As leucll as the Cannon to his blank, 

Ttanfpotts his poyfoned (hot, may rniffe our name. 

And hit the woundleffe ayre ,0 come away. 

My foule is full of difeord and difmay. Exeunt. 

1 Enter Hamlet, Refencraut and others. 

Ha. Safely ftowd.but foftly,whar noife,who calls on Hamlet? 
o here they come. 

Rof. What haue you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft whereto it is kin. 
if of. Tell vs where tis that we may take it thence, 

'And beare it 10 the Chappell. 

Ham. Do not belceue it. 

Ref. Beleeuewhat? 

Ham. That I can keep your counfaite and not mine owne, be- 
fides to be demanded of a fpunge , what replication ftiould be 
made by the fonne of a King. 

Ref Take you me for a fpunge my Lord ? 

Ha. I fir, that fokes vp the Kings countenance, bis rewards ,ms 
authorities, but fuch Officers do the King beft feruice in the end, 
he keepsthem like an apple in the corner of his iaw,firft mouth d 

to belaftfwallowed.whenheneeds what youbaucgleand,itis 

but fqeefing yon, and fpunge you (hall be dry againe.' 

Ref I vnderftand you not my Lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it, a knauifh fpeech fleepsln a foolifn eare. 
Rof My Lord, you muft tell vs where the body is,and go with 
vi to the King. ,, , 
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Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is not with tfo 
body. The King is a thing. 

Guyl. A thing my Lord. 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him 0 Exeunt, 

Enter King, and two or three . 

King. I haue fent to feek him, and to find the body. 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe, 

Yet rnuft not we put the ftrong Law on him, 

Hec’slou’d of the difhadedmuititudev 
Who like not in their indgemcnt,but their eyes. 

And where tis fo,th'offcndersfcourge is wayed 
But neucT the offence : to bcare all fmooth and cuen, 

This fuddaine fending him away muft feem 
Deliberate paufe, difeafes defperatc growne. 

By defperatc apply ance are relieu’d 
Or not at all. 

Enter Rofencratu and all the reft. 

King. How now,what hath befalnc ? 

Rof. Where the dead body is beftow'd my Lord 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he? 

Rof. Without my Lord, guarded to know your plcafureo 

King. Bring him before vs. > 

Rof, Hoe, bring in the Lord* They Enter* 

King. Now Hamlet, where’s ^olonim f 

Ham. At topper. 

Ktng . Atfupper where 0 ' 

Ha. Not where he eates,buc where he is eaten, a certain conue- 
cation of politick worms are ccn at him:your worme isyour only 
Emperourfor dyer, we fat all creatures elfe to fat vs, and we fat 
our fe!ue3 for maggots, your fat King & your leane Beggar is but 
variable fetuice, i wo diflics but to one tab!e,that s the end* 

K/ng. Alaffe,alafle. cm' 

Ham. A man may fifh with the worme that hath eat of a King, 

cat of the fifh 1 hat hath fed of that worme. 

King. What doft thou meane by this ? 

Ham* Nothing but to fhewyou how a King may go a pro- 
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Sreffc through the guttes of a Beggar. 

King. Where is />*/*#«« ? 
jjam. Io heauen.fcnd thether to fee, if your meffenger find him < 
not there, feeke him i’th other place your felfe, but if indeed you 
find him not within this moneth, you {ball nofe him as you go vp 
the rtaircs into the Lobby. 

Kmg. Go feek him there. 

Ham. A will ftay till you come. 

King. Hamlet this deed for thine efpeciall fafety 
Which we doe tender, as wedeerly grieue 
For that which thou haft done,muft fend thee hence; 

Therefore prepare thy felfe s 

The Barke is readie.and the wind at help, 

Th’affotiats tend, and euety thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England*,. 

King. \ Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it if thou knew’ft our purpofesr 
Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees them, but come for England^: 
Farewell deere mother. 

King. Thy louing father Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wife, 

Man and wife is one flefh, fo my mother : 

Gome for England. Exit, 

King. Follow him at foot, 

Tempt him with fpeed aboard, 

Delay it not,I'le haue him hence to night. 

Away, for euery thing is feald and done 

That els leanes on the affaire, pray you make haft. 

And Englandifmy loue thou hold’ft at ought, 

As my great power thereof may giue thee fence, 

Sinceyet thyCicatrice looker raw and red. 

After the Danifli Sword, and thy free awe 
Paies homage to vs, thou maift not coldly fet 
Our Soueraigneptocefle,' which imports at full 
By letters congruing to that effe& 

The prefent death of Hamlet, do it England , 

For like the Hc&ick iu my blood he rages. 

' ' And' 
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And thou mult cure roe till 1 know tis done. 

How ere my haps , my io ; eb will ncere begin? Extol 

Enter Fortinbrajfe with his Arm'te over the Stage 9 
Fortin* Go Captaine, from me greet the Danifb King,' 

Tell him, that by his licence Fortinbrajfe 
Craues the conueyance ofa promis’d march 
Ouer his King^ome, you know therendez.uo.us. 

If that his Maiefty would ought with vs, 

We (hall expreffe our duty in his eye. 

And let him know fo. 

Cap* I will doo f t my Lord. 

Fortin. Gofoftiyon. 

Enter Hamlet , Rofi»cram t &e. 

Ham. Good fir whofe powers are thefe? 

Cap . They are of Norway Ev. 

Ham . How propofd fir I pray you ? 

Cap . Again!! fome part of /V4»d. 

Ham . Who commands them fir ? 

Cap • The Nephew to old Norway t Fortinbrafe. 

Ham . Gocsitagainft themaincof^/Wfir? 

Or for lome frontirt ? 

Cap . Truly to fpeake,and with no addition. 

We goe to gaine a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but the name 
To pay fiue duckets, fiue I would not farme it ? 

Now will ityeeld to Norway or the Pole 
Aranckerrace,£hould itbefould in fee. 

Ham. Why then the Pollackenzuzi will defend it* 

Cap, Yes ic is already garifond. 

Ham . T wo thoufand foulcs and twenty thoufand duckets 
Will not debate the queftion ofthisftraw, 
Thisisth'impoftumeofmuch wealth and peace, 

That in ward breakes and flhewes no caufe without 
Why the man dies. I humbly thanke you fir. 

Cap . God buy you fir. 

Rof Wil’t pleafe you goe my Lord ? 

Hum. Tic be with you ftraighc,go a little before? 

How all occasions do informcagainftmc 9 

' ‘~ r ‘ " And 
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And fpur my dull reuenge. Whatisaiman 
If his chiefc good and market of his time 
Be but to deep and feed,a bcaft,no more : 

Sure he that made vs with fuch large difeourie 
Looking before and after, gaue vs not 
Thac capability and God-like reafon 
To fuft in vs vnus’d ,now whether it be 
Beftiall obliuion,or fome crauen fcruplc 
Ofthinking too precifely on th’euent, 

A thought which quartered hath but one part wifdome, 

And euer three parts coward I do not know 
Why yet I liue to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I haue caufe, and will and ftrcngth,and mean?* 

To doo’ticxamples groffc as earth exhort me, 

Wicneffe this Army of fuch mafic and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whofe fpirit with diuine ambition pufc, 

Makes mouthes at the inuifible euent, 

Expofing what is mortal!, and vnfure, 

To all thatfortune,death and danger dare, 

Euen for an Eggc-ftiell, Rightly to be great. 

Is not to ftir without great argument, 

Butgreatly to find quarrcll in a draw 
When honours at the ft ake.Ho w ftand I then 
That haue a father kild, a mother ftam’d, 

Excitements of my reafon, and my blood, 

And let all fleep, while to my fhame I fee 
The iminenc death of twenty thoufand men, 

That for a fantafie and trick of fame 
Go to their graues like beds, fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the catift. 

Which is not tombe enough and continent 
To hide the flaine.O from this rime forth. 

My choughes be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit. 

Enter Horatio y Gertrard>a*da Gentleman. 

Qttoe.l will not fpeak with her. 

G*».She is importunate. 

Indeed diftra&hcr mood will needs be pittied, 
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<2«g*.What would flhe haue ? 

Gent. She fpeaks much of her Father, fayes flie hearts 
There’s tricks i’th world, and hems, and beats her heart, 

Spumes enuioufly at ftrawes, fpeaks things in doubt 
That carry but halfe fence, her fpeceh is nothing, 

Y et the vnfliaped vfe of it doth moue 
The hearers to colle£tton,they ya wnc at ic, 

Aud botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts. 

Which as winks and nods, and geftures yeeld them, 

Indeed would make one thinke there might.be thought 
Though nothing fure,vet much vnhappily. 

Hora.Twm good ilae were fpoken with, for (he may ftrew 
Dangerous conie&ures in ilUbrecdingmindes, 

Let her come in. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Quee. ‘To my ficke foule, as fins true nature is,' 

-> «£ach toy feemes prologue to fome great amide, . 

‘So full of artleffeiealoufie is guiltj 
‘It fpills it felfe,in fearing to be fpilt. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous Maiefty of Denmark^ 

Quee. How now Ophelia. < foe fag* • 

Ophe. How fliould I your true loue know from andther one, , 
By his cockle hat and ftaffe.and his Sendall ihoone. 
jgWtf.Alafie fweet Lady.whatimports this fong? 

Oph. Say you,nay pray you marke, 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, Sang. 

At his head a grade greene turph, at his hcelcs a (tone. 

O bo. 

Quee. Nay but Ophelia. . . , 

Oph. Pray you marke. White his fhrowd as the. mountain fnpvi 
Enter King. 

j2«ef.Aladelookc heremyLord. 

O/Af.Laided all with-fweete flowers, 

Which beweeptto the ground did not go Seng,. 

With true loue fhowers. 

King. How do you pretty Lady ? ' 

Oph. Well good dild you , they fay the Owle was aBaKfj 
daughter. Lord we know what we are, but know not what 
may be ; Godbc at your table. 




P ritice o/Denmarke," 

King. Conceit vpon her Father. 



Ophe. Pray lets haue no words of this,but when they ask yon 
what it meanes/ay you this* 

To morrow is ^.Valentines day. Song. 

All in the morning betime. 

And Iamayd at your window 
To be your V alentine.. 

Then vp he rofe,and dond his clofe,and dupt the chamber doore. 
Let in the raaide, that out a maide, neuer departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia. 

(ty 6. Indeed without an oath Ke make an end on r 5 
By gis and by Saint charity, 
alack and fic for (hame, 

Y oung men will dooft if they come too*c, 
by Cock they arc to blame. 

Quoth fhe,bcfore you tumbled me,you promifd me to wed, 

(He anfwers)So fliould I a done by yonder fun 
And thou hadft not come tomy bed. 

King. How long hath flic becne thus ? 



Oph. I hope all will be well, we rouft be patient, but I cannot 
chufe but weep tothink they would lay him i’th cold ground mv 
brother fliall knowofit,& fo I thankyou for your good counfel. 

I mv I Pn S a /i ni n Hr T /« ! _ f 



Come my Coach,God night Ladies, God night. 

Sweet Ladies God night,God night. 

Ktng. Follow her clofe,giue her good watch I pray you 
O this is the poifon of deep griefc, it fprings all from her Fathers 
deatb,and now behold, O Gertrard, Gertrard, 

When forrowes come, they come not fingle fpies, 

Butin battalians : firft her Father flaine, * 

Next, your fonne gone, and he moft violent Author 
Of his owne iuft remoue,the people muddied 
Thick and vnwholfome in thoughts, and whifpers 
For good Poloniue death:8c we haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to inter him.-poore Ophelia 
Diuided from her felfe,and her faire iudgemenr, 

Without the which we are pi&ures, or meere beafts, 

Laft,and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fccrct come fro m France, 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfclfe in clouds, 
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And wants not buzzers to infeft his eare 

With peflilcnt fpeechcs ofhts fathers death, 

Wherein neceflfuie of matter begger , 

Will nothing flick our perfon to arraigne 
In eare and eare : O my deare Gertrard, this 

Like to a Murdring-peece in many places 

Giucs me fuperfluous death. A »*&*- 

Enter a Meffenger. , 

King. Attend, where are my Swiffers.kt them guard the door. 
What is the matter? 

Mejfen. Saueyourfclfemy Lord. 

The Ocean ouer-peering of his lilt, 

Hates not the flats with more impetuous haft 

And as the world were now but ‘o begin, 

Antiquitie fo- got. cuftome not knowne, 

The ratifiers and props ofeuery word, 

Oflus is counter, you falfe Damfh dogs. 

Enter Laertes with others . 

ftand y° ua11 wUhoUt) 

e^ANo lets come in. . 

Laer. Iprayyougiue meleaue. 

Giuc me my tather. 

Tries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 

|uen here between the chafl vnftnerched brow 

Ofroy true mother. _ 

King. What is the caufe Laertes 
That thy rebellion lookes fo Giant. like 
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Let him goe Gertrard, do not feare our perfon, 
Thei'sfuchdiuinitie doth hedge a King, 

That treafon cannot peepe to what it would, 

Aft’s little ®f his will, tell me Laertes 
Why thou ait thus incenfl, let him go Gertrard, 

Speake man. 

Latr. Where is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Quec But not by him. 

King, Let him demand his fill, 

Laer. How came he dead ? He not be iugled with. 

To hell allegiance,vowes to the blackeft dcuil, 

Confcience and grace, to the profoundeft pit 
I dare damnation, to this pomt I ftand, 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence. 

Let come whac comes, onely lie be reueng’d 
Mbft throughly for my father. 

King. Who fliall flay you ? ; - 

Laer. My will, not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes lie husband them fo well. 

They fhall goe farre with little. t . 

King. Good Laertes, if you defire to know the cettaintie 

Of your deare father, i’ft writ in your reuenge. 

That foop-flake, you will draw both friend and foe 
Winner and loofer. \ 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then? 

Laer, To his good friends thus wide Tie ope my armer, 

And like the kipd life-rendering Pelican, 

Repaft them with my blood. 

King. Why now you fpeake 
Like a good child and a true Gentleman. 

That I am guiltleffe of your fathers death. 

And am moil fenfible in griefe for it, 

It fliall as leuellso your iudgementpeare 
As day does to your eie. A noj/fe within. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now whac noife is that ? 
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O heate, dry vp my braines, tearesfeuen times fait 
Burne out the fence and vertue of mine eye. 

By hcauen thy madnes fhall be paid with weight 
Till our fcaleturpe thebeame. ORofeofMay, 

Deere maid, kind fitter, fweet Ophelia , 

OHeauens, iftpoflible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortal! as a poor c mans life ! 

Ophe. They bore him bare-fac'd on the Bcerc, Song, 

And in his graue rain’d many a tcare, 

Fare you well my Doue. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and did’tt perfwade reuenge 
It could notmooue thus. 

Ophe . You mutt fing a downe, a downe. 

And you call him a downe a. O how the wheelc becomes it, 

It is the falfe Steward that ftole his Matters Daughter, 

Laer. This nothing’s more then matter. 

Ophe . There's Rofcmary,that for remembrancCjpray you loue 
remember, and there is Pancies, thats for thoughts. 

Laer . A documentin madnes 5 thoughts and remembrance fitted. 

Ophe. There's Fcnnill for you, and Colembincs, there’s Rew for 
you, and heere’s feme for mce, wee may call it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes, you may weare your Rew with a difference, thcrc'sa 
Dafie, I would giue you feme Violets, but they witherdall when 
my Father died, they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my ioy. 

Laer . Thought and affliftions,paflion, hell it felfe 
She turnes to fauour and to prettineffe. 

Ophe. And will a not come againe. Song. 

And will a not come againe, 

No, no, he is dead,go to thy death bed. 



He neuer will come againe. 

His beard was as white as friow* 

Flaxen was his pole, . * 

He is gone, he is gone, and wc caft away mone, 

God a mercic on his foulc, and allChriftians foules, 
God buy you*. 

Laer . Doe you this O God. 

King. Laertes > 1 mutt commune with your griefe, 
Or you deny me right, goe but a part, 
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Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will. 

And they fhall heare and iudge ewixt you and me, 

If by direct or by collaturall hand 

They find vs toucht, we will our Kingdom© giue, 

Our crownc, our life, and all that wc call ours 
To you in fatisfa&ion 5 but if not. 

Be you content to lend yourpatience toys, 

And we fhall ioyntly labour with your foule * 

To giue it due content. 

Laer. Let this be fo. 

His mcancs of death, his obfeure funeral!, 

No Trophae, Sword, nor Hatchment ore his bones, 

No noble right, nor formall oftentatioo, 

Cry to be heard as twere from heaueri to earth, 

That I mutt call’c in queflion. 

King . So you fhall. 

And where th’ Offence is, let the great axe fall, 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt. 

Enter Horatio and others . 

Bora* What are they that would fpeake with me? 

Gen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they hauc Letters for you. 

Hora. Lee them come in. 

Idoe not know from whatpart of the world 

Ifhould be greeted. If not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Saylors'. 

Say. God blcffe you fir. 

Bora. Let him blrffe thee t<fc 

Say . A fhall fir and pleafehim, there’s a Letter for you fir , it 
came from the Embaffador that was bound for England , if your 
name be Horatio , as I am let to know it is. 

Bor . Horatio , when thou fhalt haue oucrJook't this, giue thefc 
fellowcs fome mcancs to the King, they haue Letters for him: Ere 
wc were two daies old at Sea , a Pirat of very warlike appoint- 
ment gaue vs chafe, finding our felucs too flow of faile, wc put on 
a compelled valour, and in the grapple I boorded them, on the in- 
ftant they got cleere of our fhip,fo I alone became their prifoncr, 
they haue dealt with me like thecues of mercy, but they knew 
what they did:I am to doe a turnc for them, let the King haue the 
Letters I haue fent, and repaire thou to me with asmuchfpeed 
» thou wouldli flic death, I haue words to fpeakein thine care 
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will make thee dumbe, yet are they much too light for the bord 
of the matter , thefe good fellowes will bring thee where I am, 
Rafencraw and GuilderJlerneholA their courfe for England, of them 
I hauc much to tell thee, far well. 

So that thotikpoweft thine Hamlet, 

Hora. Come I wil make you way for thefe your Letters. 

And doo't the fpeedicr that you may direame 

To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt. 

Enter King and Laertes . 

King. Now mud your confluence my acquittance feale, 

And you muftput me id your heart for friend, 

Sith you haue heard and with a knowing eare. 

That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purfued my life. 

Laer, It wellappeares : but tell me 
Why you proceed not againfl thefe feates 
So criminall and fo capitall in nature. 

As by your fafetie, greatnefle, wifdome, all things elfe. 

You mainly were ftirr’d vp. 

King. O for two fpeciall reafoos 
Which may to you perhaps feeme much rnfinnow’d, 

But yet to me tha’r ftrong, the Queene his mother 
Liues almoft by his lookes, and for my felfe, 

My vertueor my plague, be it either which, 

She is fo concliuc to my life and foule, 

That as the ftarre mooues not but in his Sphere 
I could not but by her: the other motiue. 

Why to a publike count I might not goe. 

Is the preat loue the generall gender beare him, 

Who dipping all his faults in their affection, 

Worke like the Spring that turneth wood to done, 

Conuett his Giues to graces, fo that my atrowe* 

Too flightly timbered for fo loued arrnes, 

VVould haue reuerted to my bow againe,^ 

But not where I haue aim’d them. 

Laer. And fo I haue a noble father loft, 

A lifter driuen into defper&tctermes, 

VVhofe worth, if praifes may goe backe againc 



Prince c/Denmarke." 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 

For her perfedfions.but my reuenge will come.’ ! ” t:.i ' 
King. Breake not your fleeps for that, you muft not think® 
That we are made of ftuffc fo flat and drill. 

That we can let our beard be fhooke with danger, 

And thinke it paftime,you fhortly fhall heare more, 

I lou'd your father, and we loue our felfe. 

And that I hope will teachyoutoimagine. 

’ - ...i P u 'I : ; ; . nflfi •_ .tW.a.ll f l 3 ill •• * 

Enter a CMeJfenger with Letters ± l T { • • - . . 

Mejjen. Thefe toyour Maiefty,this to the Qu eerie. 

King. From Hamlet, who brought them ? 

Mejfen. Sailers my Lord they fay, I faw them not, 

They were giuen me by Claudio, -he receiued them 
Of him that brought them. - 

King. Laertes you fhallheate them jleauevt. 

High and mighty , you-fhall know I am fet naked on yoiirKine- 
dome, to morrow lhall I beg leaue to fee your Kingly eies, when 
I lhall, firrt asking yon pardon, t hereunto recount the occalion of 
my ludden returnc. 

King. What lhould thismeane,are all the reft come backe. 

Or is it fome abufe, and no filch thing ? * 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

Kmg. Tis Hamlets chara&er. Naked, 

And in a pbftfcript here he faies alone, 

Canyoudeuifeme? 

Laer. I am loft in it my Lord^ but let him come. 

It warmes the very ficknefle in my heart 
That I Hue and tell him to his teeth. 

Thus didft thou. • 

* King. If it be fo Laertes, 

As howfhould it befo, how oifierwife, r 

Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. I my Lord,fo you will not ore-rule me to a peace 
Kmg. T o thine o wne peace, if he be now returned 
As liking not his Voyage, and that he mcanes. 

No more to vndertakcic, I will worke him 
To an cxploite, now ripe in my deuife, 
ly nder the which be lhall not choofe but fall ; 

k And 
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ini for his death do wind of blame (hall blithe, 
lut cuen hismotber (hall vnchargc the pradWe, 
*nd call it accident. 

My Lotdl willberul d, 
rhe rather if you could deuife it to 
That I might be the organ. 

Km?. It falls right, - 

Youhaue bin talkt of fince your trauel Itnucb, 
And that in Hamlets hearing for a qualitie 
Wherein they fay you (hine, 

Did not together plucke fuch enure from him, 

As did that one, and that in my regard 

Of the vnworthieft fiege. _ . 

Iter. What part is that my Lord ? . 

King. A very riband in the cap jof >«**. 

Yet needfull too, for youth no leffe bccomes 
The light and carelttfc liuerie that It weares 
Then levied age, his fable* ,and bis weeds 

That I in forgcrie offhapes and tucks 
Come (hort of what he did. 

Laer . A Norman waft ? 

King. ANorman . 

Lair. Vpon roy life Lamar d. 

And Getnroe of all the Nation. 

King. He made confrffion of you. 

And glue you fuch a mafterly report 
Forart and exercife in your defence, 

And foryour Rapier moft efpe«»»j|, 

Thathe cri'd out tVouidbca fight wdeed 
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jfone could match you; the Scrimers of their nation 
Hefwore had neither moron, guard, nor eie, 

If you oppos’d thtm; fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo cnuenom with his enuic. 

That he could nothing do, but wilh and beg 
Your fodaine comming ore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laertet was your father, deere to you? 

Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why aske you this ? 
jKi»£.Not that I think you did notloue your father, 

But that I know, loue is begun by time. 

And that I fee in paffages of proofe. 

Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it. 

There liues within the very flame of loue 
A kind ofweekeoilhufifethat will abate it. 

And nothing is at a like goodneffe (fill. 

For goodneffe growing to aplurifie, 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe 
We fhould doe when we would : for this W«mU changes, 
And hath abatements and delayer as many, 

As there are tongues , are hands, are accidents," 

And then this Sbtuld is like a fpend-thrifts figh, 

Thai hurts by eafing; but to the quicke of th’vicer, 
Hamlet comes back what would you vndertake 
To (hew your felfe indeed your fathers fonne 
More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i*th Church. 

King, No place indeed fhould murther fanduarize, 
Rcuenge fhould haue nc> bounds : but good Laertts 
Will you do this, keepe clofe within your chamber 
Hamlet return’d, (hall know you are come home, 

Wccle put on thofe (hall praife your excellence. 

And fet a double varm(h on the fame 
TheFVc«f>»M»gaueyou:bring you in in fine together 
And wager ore your heads; he being remifle, 

Moft generous, and free from all comriuing, 
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Will not perufe the foiles, fo that with cafe, 

Or with a little (huffling, you may choofe - 

A Sword vnbated,and in a pace of pra&ife* 

Requite him for your father. 

Laer • I will doo’c,. 

And for the purpofe, He annoint my Sword 5 
I bought an Vnftion of a Mountcbanke 
So mortall, that bdt dip a Knife in it, 

Where it drawcs bloud, no Cataplafme fo rare 
Collc&cd from all fimples that haue vertue 
Vnder theMoone,can &ue the thing from death 
That is but fcrarcht with alljle touch my point 
With this contagion, that if I gall him flightly, itmay be deaths 
King* Lets further thinke of this. 

Weigh what conu dance’ both of time and meanes 
May fit vs to our fhape if this fhould fade, 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance^ 

T were better not affayd. Therefore this proieft, 

Should haue a backe or fccond that might hold 
If this did blaft in proofed foft let me fee, 

Wee'lc make a folcmne wager on your cunnings, 

I hau’t, when in your motion you are hot and drie y y 

As make your bouts mere violent to that end, 

And that he cals for dnnke, lie haue preferd him 
A Challice for the once, whereon but lipping* 

If he by chance efcape your venom'd ftuck, 

Our purpofe may hold there; but Hay, what noife t 

: IssT ztxr? hzsha! vy;- d 

Enter Qtieene . 

Quee. One woe doth tread vpon anothers hecle*. 

So faft they follow; your fitters drownd Laertes* 

Laer. D ro wn'd ; O where ? 

Quee . There is aWillow growes afeaunt theBrook, 1 
That fhowes his hoarie leaues in the glaflie flreame, 

There with fantaftick garlands did fhc make 
Of Crow-flowres, Nettles, Dafies, and long Purple* 
ThatliberalhShepherds giuc a groffer name. 

But our culcold maids do dead mens fingers cal them* 

There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weeds 
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Clambring to hang,an enuious fluer broke 
When downe her weedy trophxs and her felfe, 

Fell in the weeping Brooke, her clothes fpred wide. 

And Mermaid-like a while they bore her vp, 

Which time fhe chanted fnatches of old lauds. 

As one incapable of her owne diftreffe. 

Or like a creature natiue and indewed 
Vntothat clement, but long jt could not be 
Till that her garments hcauy with their drink, 

Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 

To muddy death. 

Laer. Aiaffe then is fhe drown’d. 

Quee. Drown’d, drown’d, 

Lar . Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia , 

And therefore I forbid my tearcs ; but yet 
Is is our trick, nature her cuftome holds. 

Let fhame fay what it will, when thefe are gone, 

The woman will be out. Adiew my Lord, 

Ibaue a fpeech a fire that faine would blafe. 

But that this folly drownes it Exit . 

King. Let’s follow Gertrard, 

How much I had to do to calme his rage, 

Now fearr I this will giue it ftart againe. 

Therefore lets follow. Exeunt. 

Enter two Qlownes. 

Clown. Is fhe to be buried in Chriftian burial, when fhe wilfully 
fecks her owne faluation t 

Othe. I tell thee fhc is , therefore make her grauc ftraight, the 
Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chriftian buriall. 

Clew . How can that be,vnieflc fhc drown'd her felfe in her own 
defence* 

Oth. Why tis found fo* 

s Clow. It mutt be fo offended, it cannot be clfe, for here lies the 
point, ifldrowne my felfe wittingly, it argues an a&, and an aft 
hath three branches , it is to aft, to do, toperformejor all ;fhe 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

Oth. Nay ,but here you good man deluer. 

Glow. Giucmc lcaue, here lies the water, good*here Hands the 

L j man, 
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man, good >if the m an goe to this water and droumehimfelfe,lt \i 
Will hc,nill he, he gocs,raas:ke you thit, but ifebe water come to 
him and drowne him, he drowncs not Mmfelf'e, argali, he that if 
not guilty ofhis ownc death ftiortens not his owne Lftk 
Oth. But is this law? 

Clow . I marry i’ft,Crowners queft law. 

Oth. Will you ha the truth an*t, if this bad not been a gentle. 
Woman,ftie fhould hauc bin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

Clow, Why there thou faift,and the more pitty that great folkc 
fhould baue countenance in this world to drowne or hang them. 
felucs,morc then their euen Chriften : Come my fpade, thcare is no 
ancient gentlemen but Gardners , Ditchers., and Graue-makcrs, 
they hold vp tAdams profeffion. 

Oth, Was he a gentleman ? 

Clow ♦ A was the firft that euer bore armes. 
fie put another queftion to thee, if thou anfwcreft me not to the 
purpofe, confefle thy felfc. 

Oth , Goe to. 

Clow, what is bee that builds ftronger then cither theMafoo, 
the Shipwright, or the Cae^nter. 

Oth.Thc gallowcs-makc^for that out- Hues a thoufand tenants. 
Clow . 1 like thy wit well in good faith,the gallowcs dooes well, 
but how dooes it well?Ic dooes wel to thofc that do it!,now thou 
dooft ill to fay the gallowcs is built flrongcr then the Church, ar- 
gali, the gallowcs may doe wclltothee. Too’tagainejCome. 

Oth. Who builds ftronger then a Mafon, a Shipwright, or a 
Carp enter* 

Clow. I, tell me that and vnyoke. 

Orfc.Marry now I can cell. 

Oth.Too't. 

^/^.Maffe l .canno? tell/ 

C4>iv.Cudgel thy brains no more about it,for your dul afle wil 
not mend his pace with beating, &when your are as*t this qticflio 
next,fay agi\.ue-tnakcritbe houfes he makes lafts iclDoomlday. 
Goe get thee in and fetch me a foope of liquer. 

’ In youth when I did lone did lone. Song. 

Methoughtit was very fweet 
To contradl O the time for: a my behoue, 

O me thought there a was nothing a meet. 
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Enter Hamlet And Horatio, 

Ham.Htt this fellow no feeling of his bufiocs?a fings in graue- 
making. 

//^.Cuftomehathmadeitinhim a property of eafines. 

Ha. Tis cen fo, the hand of little imploiment bath the daintier 

Clow . But age with his Healing fteps Song. (fence, 

hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath (hipped me into rheland, 
as if I had neuer been fuch. 

JFfaw.That skull had a tongue in it, and could fing once, how the 
knaue iowles it to the ground , as if t’were Cains iaw-bone, that 
did the firft murder : this might be the pate of a pollititian, which 
this Affe now ore-reaches ; one that would circumucnc God, 
might it not? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier , which could fay good morrow my 
Lord : how dolt thou fweet Lord ?Thi$ might be my Lord fuch 
a one, chat praifed my Lord fuch a ones hori'e, when a meant to 
beg it j might it not? 

Hora. I my Lord. 

Ha . Why ecn fo,and now my Lady worms Choples,and knockt 
about the mazer with a Sextens fpade j heer’s fine reuolution and 
we had the tricke to fee’e, did thefe bones coft no more the bree* 
ding, but to play at loggits with them: mine akc to thinke one. 

Clow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade. Song. 

for and a fhrowding fheet, 

O a pit of Clay for to be made 
for fuch a gueft is meet. 

fifc.There’s another, why may not that be the skul of a Lawyer? 
where be his quiddities now, his quillities,hi$ cafes, his tenures, 
and his tricks? why dooes he fuffer this mad knaue now to knock 
him about the fconce with a dirty fhouell,and will not tell him of 
his actions ofbattery:hum, this fellow might be in*s time a great 
buyer ol Land, with his Statutes, his recognifances, his fines, hTs 
double vouchers, his recoucries, to haue his fine pate full of fine 
durt : will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchafcs and 
doubles, then the length and breadth of a payre of Indentures? 
The very conueyances of his Lands will fcarcely lye in this box, 
and mull th’inheritor himfclfe haue no more ? ha. 

Hora. Not a iot more my Lord. Ham 
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Ham. Is not parchment made of {beep-skins ? 

HoraA my Lord, and of Calue-skins coo. 

Bam. They -are Sheep and Caines which fecke out affuranee in 
that, I will fpeake to this fellow. Whofe gnue’s this firra ? 
ClowAAwc fir,or a pit of clay for to be made.' 

Ham A thinke it thine indeed for thou lyefl: b’c. 

Clew, You lyeouton’c fir, and therefore tis not yours ; for my 
part I do not lye in’c,yet it is mine. . 

Ham . Thou do i\ lye in c to be in't and fay it is thine, tis for the 
dead, not for the quick, therefore thou ly eft. 

Clow. Tis a quick lye fir,t will away againe from me to you. 

Ha. What man doft thou dig it for ? 

Clow.Vor no man fir. 

Ham . What woman then ? 

Clow.Vov none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in’t? ■ , , ‘ 

Clow . One that was a woman fir,but reft her foule lnee s dead- 
Haw.How abfolute ihe knaueis.wc muft fpeak by the card, or 
equiuocatio wil vndoo vs.By the Lord Horatio y this three yetes I 
haue took note of it, the age isgrown fo picked,that the toe of the 
pefant comes fo neere the hcele of the Courtier he galls hiskj^e. 
How longhaft thou been a Graue-maker ? “ ' 

Qow. Of the daies i’th yeere I came too*c that day that our laft 
King Hamlet ouetcame Fortinbraffe. 
if«*/w.Howlongisthatfince? 

C/o.Cannot you tell that ? eucry foole can tell «jhat,it was that 
very day that young Hamlet was borne : he that is mad and lent 
into England. 

Ham. I marry ,why was be lent into England! 

Clow. Why becaufe a was mad : a (ball rccouer his wits there, 

or if a doe not, tis no great matter there. 

Ham. Why- . . , ' 

Clow . Twill not bee fecncjn him there, there arexneti asmw 

Ham.H o w came he mad i 
Cto.Vcry ftrangely they fay. 

Ham. How ftrangely ? 

Clow. Faith eeh with loofing his wits. 

Ham.Vipon what ground ? 

£low.\Nhy herein 'Denmark^: Ihaue bin Sexton here man ana 
boy thirty y cares. ** m% 
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How long will a man lye i’th earth ere be rot ? 

Clow. Faith if a be not rotten before a dye , as we haue many 
nockveorfes, that will fcarce hold the layng in , a will laft you 
Fome eight yeeve.or nine yeere. A Tanner will laft yeu nineyeare. 

Ham. Why he more then another? 

Clow. Why fir, bis hide is fo rand with his trade .that a wil eep 
out water a great while ; and your water is a fore decaycr of your 
whoifondead body , hcer’s a fcull now hath lyen you i th earth 

Ham. Whofe was it ? ( CWEnc y thrcE 

Clow. A whorfon mad felloWes it was, whofe do you think it 

Ham. Nay I know n<Tr. c waS c 

Clow . A peftilence on him for a mad rogue,a pourd a flagon o 
Reni fo on my head once * this fame skull fo, was fir Tortus skull, 
the Kingslefter. 

Ham. This? 

^4. Alas poore Torickel knew him Horatio ,a fellow ofinfitute 
ieft.ofmoft excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his back athou- 
fand times , and now how abhorred in my imagination it is : my 
oorge rife* at it. Here hung thofe lips that I haue kiftl know not 
. howoft: where be your gibes now ?your gamboles, your fongs, 
vour flafoes of merriment , that were wont to fet the table on a 
ioare, not one now to mock your own grinning, quite cboptalne. 
Now get you to my Ladies table , and tell her , let her pa, nt an 
inch thick, to this fanout (he muft come, make herlaught at thar. 
Prethce Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord i , # . f 

HaX>oi\ thou think Alexander iookt a this fafluon i th eaxth t 

Hora Een fo. 

Ham. And fmelt fo : pah. 

Hora. Een fo my Lord. 

Ham. To what bafe vfes we may returne Horatio . Why may 
not imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander, till a find it- 

ftopping a bunghole ? nr 

Hora. Twere to confider too curioufly.to confic.er fo. 

Hii.No faith, not a iot.but to follow him thetherwith modefty 
enough, and likelihood ro lead it .Alexander diet, Alexanders 
buried, Alexander returned to duft, the duft is earth, of earth we 
make lome,& why of that lomc whereto he was conuerted, might 
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They not flop a Beere-barrcll ? 

Imperious C<tjar dead,and turn’d to Clay 
Might flop a holetokecp the wind away* 

O that that earth which kepr the world in awe. 

Sould patch a wall t’expell the waters flaw. 

But loftjbut fofc awhile, here comes the King, Eater v 

TJj Q W t !l C Coutd . crSjWho L U this ^cy follow? Qme.l2rtf, 
And with filch maimed nr.es ? this doth betoken ^Ta r 

Th. mb .hey follow, did with *f P n,°h“S ’ 

Foredoo it ownc life, ’c was of fomc eftate. 

Couch we a while and marke. 



Laer. What Ceremony eife ? 

Ham. That is Laertes a very noble youih, make, 

Laer . What Ceremony elfe ? 

Dott. Her ©bfequies haue been as far inlarg’d 
As we haue warranty, her death was doubtful!, 

And but that great command orc~fwayes the order, 
Shefhould in ground vnfan&ificd bin lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers, 

Flints and peebles fiiould be thrownc on her : 

Yet here fhe is allow’d her virgin Crants, 

Her may den Arc wineries, and the bringing home 
Of bell and buriall. 

Laer. Muft there no more be doone ^ 

Dott. No more be doone. 

We/hould prophane the fcrnice of the dead* 

To fing a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted fouler. 

Laer . Lay her i’th earth, 

And from her fairc and vnpolluted flefti 
May Violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh Prieft* 
A.miniftring Angeli fhall my (ifler be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham. What, thefaire Ophelia.' 

Qaee. Sweets to the fwecc/arewell, 

Ibop t thou fhould’d haue bin my Hamlets wife* 

1 thought thy bride- bed to haue dccjufweet mayd, 
And not haue ftrew’d thy grauc. 

Laer • O trebble woe 
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Fall ten times double on that curftd head, 

Whofe wicked deed thy moftjingenious fence 
Depriued thee of, hold off the earth a while, 

Til I haue caught her once more in mine armes; 

Now pile your duft vpon the quick and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountaine you haue made. 

To rctop old Pelion , or the skyefh head 
Of blew Olympus. 

Ham. What is he whofe griefe 
Beares fuch an Emphafis , whofe phrafe offorrow 
Coniures the wandring Scars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder wounded hearers ? cis I 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The Diuell take thy foule, 

Ha. Thou pray’ft not well, I prethee cake thy fingers 
For though I am not fpleenatiue rafh, (from my throar s 
Yet haue I in me fometbing dangerous, 

Which let thy wifdome feare ; hold off thy hand ? 

King. Pluck them afundcr, 
j Que*. Hamlet, Hamlet. 

Mi. Gentlemen. 

Dora . Good my Lordbe quiet. 

Ham. Why 1 will fight with him vpon this theamc 
Vntill my eye-Jids will no longer wagge, 

Quee.O my fonne,whattheame? 

Ham. I lou’d Ophelia : forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of loue 
Make vp my fum. What wilt thou doo for her. 

King. O he is mad Laertes. 

Quee. For loue ofGodforbeare him ? 

Ham. S’woundsfhewnae whatth’outdo# : - 

Woo’t weep, woo’t fight, woo’t faft, woo’t teare thy 
Woo’t drinkc vp EGll,eat a Crocadile ( felfe, 

lie doo’c ; doott come here to whine? 

To out- face me with leaping in her graue, 

Be buried quick with her,and fo will I. 

And if thou prate of mountaine$,lct them throw 
Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 
Stodging his pate againft the burning Zone 
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Make Offa like a wart, nay andthou’lt mouth. 

He rant as wcllasthou. 

Quee. This is meere madneflj, 

And this a while the fit will w orke on him, 

Anon as patient as a female Doe 
When that her golden cuplcts are difdofed 
His filence will he drooping. 

Ham. Heare you fir. 

What is the reafon that you vfe me thus ? 

1 lou’d you euer,but it is no matter. 

Let Hercules himfelfe do what he may 
The Cat will mew, a Dog will haue hisday Exit Hamlet, 
Kmg. I pray thee good Heratio wait vpon him. and Roratu . 

Strengthen your patience in ©nr latl nights fpcech, 

Week put the matter to the prefent puflv: 

Good Gcrtrard fet fome watch oucryour fonne, 

This graue fhall haue a liuing monument, 

An houre of quiet thereby fhall wefee 

Tell then in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, 

Ha, So much for this fir,now Aral youfee the other,. 

You do remember all the circumftance. / 

Hor. Remember it my Lord. ,, 

Ham, Sir in my heare there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me fleep, me thought I lay 
Worfe then the routines in the bilbo's, rafhly, 

And praifd be radioes for it : let vs know. 

Our indiferetion fometimes ferues v.s well 
When ottr deep plots do fal.and that fhould learne vs 
There’s a diuinity that fhapes our ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hera. That is mod certaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin, 

My fca-gowne fearfe about me in thedarke 
Gropt I to find out them,had my oefire, 

Fmgard their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine ovvne rooifle againe making} fo bo 
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My feares forgetting manners to vnfold 
Their grand commiffionj where I found Horatio 
A royall knauery, an exa& command 
Larded With many feuerall forts of reafons. 
Importing Denmark} health, and Englandsto , 

With hof fuch Bugs and Goblins in my life, 

That on the fuperuife no leifurc bated, 

No not *o day the grinding of the Axe, 

My head fhould be flrooke off. 

Hora. ntpoflible? 

Ham. Here’s the commiflion.read it at more leilurei 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed. 

Hora. I befeech you. 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with villaine s„ 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braines, 

They had begun the Play, I fat me downc, 

D> uis'd a new commiffion, wrote it fairc, 

I once did hold it as onr Statifts doe 
A bafeneffe to write faire, and labourd much 
How to forget that learning, but fir now 
It did me yeomans fcruice, wilt thou know 
Th’effe&of what I wrote? 

Hora. I good my Lord, 

Ham. An earned coniuration from the King, 

As England was his faithfull T ributarie. 

As loue between them like the Palme might nonlh, 
As peace fhould dill her wheaten Garland weare 
And dand a Comma tweene their amities, 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge, 

That on the view, and knowing of thefe comens, 
Without debateroent furthrr more or leffe 
He fhould thofe bearers put to iudden death. 

Not fhriuing time allow’d. 

Hera. How was this feald ? 

Ham. Why euen in that was Heauen ordmanr* 

1 had my fathers fignet in my purfe 
Which was the modell of that Danifi feale. 

Folded t'^ewrit vp in the forme of th’other, ^ 
«.,kc.r-,tvd it oau’tth’ impreflion.plac d it lately,. 
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The chan gling neuer knowne : now the next dar 

Was our Sea-fight, and what to this was feauent 
Thou knoweft already, ^ 

Hora, So Guyldenfternc and Rofewraus go too’c. 

Ham . They are not ncer my confciencejtheir defeat 
Does by their ownc infinuation grow, 

Tis dangerous when the bafer nature comes 
Betwecnc the paffe and fell incenfcd points 
Of mightie Oppofices. 

Hera.. Why what a King is this! 

Ham. Does it not think thee ftand me now vpon ? 

He that hath kild my King, and whor’d my mother, 

Pop*c in betweenethe clc&ion and my hopes. 

Thro wne one his Angle for my proper life, 

And with fuchcofnage, i*lt not perfe& conference? 

Enter a Courtier. 

Cour. Your Lordftiip is right welcome backe to Denmark 
Ham. I humbly thanke you fir. 

Doo’ft know this Water-flic ? 

Hora. No my good Lord. 

/Lww.Thy ftate is the mere gracious, for tis a vice to know 
him. He hath much land and fcrtillrlet a beaft be Lord of beafts, 
and his Crib (hall ftand at the Kings meffe, tis a chough, but asl 
iay,fpacious in the poffeffion of durt. 

Cour . Sweet Lord, if your Lord Chip were at leifurc, llhould 
impart a thing to you from his Maiefty. 

Ham. I will receiue it fir with all diligence of fpirit,your hpn- 
net to his right vfe, tis for the head. 

Cour. I thanke your Lordfhip, it is very hot. 

Ham. Nobelecuetne,tisvery cold, the wind is Northerly. 
Cour. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham. But yet me thinks it is very foultry and hot, or my com- 
plexion. 

Cour. Exceedingly my Lord, it is very foultry as t’werel can- 
not te ll how : my Lord his Maiefty bad me fignific to you, that a 
has layed a great wager on your head, fir this is the matter. 

Ham. I befecch you remember. j r • l r u • 

Cour. Nay good my Lord for my cafe in good faith, fir here is 

newly come to Court Laertes , belceue mee an abfolutcGentlc- 
7 man, 






Trinr o/Denmarke. 

' an full of moft e*c :llent differences , of my foft focietic, 
m d ercat fhowing lindeed to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the 
Card or Kalender of jentrie : for you fliall find in him the conti- 
nent of what part a Gentleman i would fee. 

Ham. Sir, his definement fufters no perdition in you.thougn 1 
. w to diuide him inuentorially , would dizzie ch’arithmetick 
f mcmorie.and yet but raw neither, in refpeft of bis quick faile, 
Kiit in the verity of extclmem,I take him to be afouleofgreatar- 

• le a nd his infufion of fuch dearth and rareneffe.as to make true 

d^xion of him, his femblable is his mirrour, and who els would 

jj»m. The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman in 
out mot ra w er breath ? ^ 

Hora. Iftnot poflible to vaderftand in another tongue.you will 

^ Ham. What imports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 

H*ra. His purfe is empty already, all’s golden words are fpent. 
Ham. Of him fir. 

r.ur I know vou are not ignorant. 

Ham. I would you did fir, yet in faith if you did,it would,noc 

«r PP You 2e*i ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. 

Ham. I dare not confcffe that, lead I flrculd compare with him 
in excellence, but to know a man well, were to know himfelte. 

Cour I mcane fir for this weapon , but in the imputation laidi 
on him by them in his meed, he’s vnfellowed. 

Ham. What’s his weapon ? 

C»nr. Rapiar and Dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his weapons, but wen. , 

Cour The King fit hath wagerd with him fix 'Barbary horits 
aeainft the which he hasimpaund as I take it fix Frwcfc Rapiers 
and Poioards, with their affignes, as girdle, hanger and fo.Tnree 

done. 
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The Trage&e of Hamlet 
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nil then, but on, fin bJu, horft.7g,i°n fi l J"f? 

S^iV^Tw -wf»o« 

Ham. How if I anfwere no ? 

C r°rf m o:"’r an M my i 01 . d thc 0 PP ofition °fyourpetfon in trial. 
Ham. Sir I will walke heere in the hall.If it pleafe his Maiefty, 

!rjS° g n me ° f d ? 7 with mc ’ let Che foilcs be brought, 
the GentlenwJh willing, and the King hold his purpofe; I willwin 

the odd e hits C *°* ' fn ° C 1 WlH gai ° e nothin 8 but my lhame , and 

Cour . Shall I deliver you fo? 

Ham. To this effedt fir, after what florifh your nature vvill* 
(four. I commend my ctucie to your Lordfliip. 

Ham. Yours doo’s well to commend ithimlelfe , there are no 
tongues elfe forhisturnc. 

Hora. This Lapwing runs away with the flic!! on his head- 
Ham. A did fo fir with his dugge before a fuckt it, thus has he 
and many more of the fame breed that I know the droflie age 
dotes on, onely got the tune of the time , and out of an habit of 
incounter, a kind ofmiftie colleft on, which c tries thcrachrough 
and through rhemoftprofaneand trennownrd opinons, and doe 
but blow them to their trial!, che bubbles are our, 

Enttr a Lord. 

Lord, My Lord, his Maieftie commended him to you by yong 
Q(lrick?.vi\\o brings back to him that you attend him in the hall, 
he fends to know if your pleafure hold to play \vithL<wf*/,or that 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham. I am conflanc to ray purpofes, they follow the Kings 
pleafure,! This ficnefle fpeakes,mincis ready :now or whenfoeuer, 
prouided I be fo able as noyv« 

f ' ; Lori . 



V rinse s/Denmarkc. 

Jj»id. The King and Queenc and all arc comming downe* 
Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The Queenc defires you to rfe fome gentle entertain- 
ment to Laertes, before you go to play. 

Ham. Shee well inftru&s me. 

Hora, You will loofc my Lord. 

Bam. I do not think fo, fince he went into Prance, I haue bin 

in concinuall pra&ife, I fhall winne at the oddest thou would ft 

not thi nke how ill all's heere about my heart, but it is ho matter* 
H»ra. Nay good my Lord. 

Ham. It is but foolerie, but it is fuch a kind or gamc-giuing, 

as would perhaps trouble a woman. ^ 

Hora. If your mind diflike any thing, obayit. lihallforeftall 

their repaire hither and fay you are not fit* 

i£iw.Not a whit wedefie Augurie, there is fpeciallprouidence 
in the fall of a Sparrow, if it bee, tis not to come, if it bee not to 

come, it will be now, if it be not now, yet ic will comc,the readi- 

ne/Te is all, fince no man of ought he lcaues , knowes what at to 
leaue betimes, let be. 



A table prepared. Trumpets, Drums and Officers rritbCn/biens, 
King, Queeue , and all the fiate, Voiles, Daggers, and Laertes.. 

King. Come Hamlet, come and take this hand from me. 

Ham. <jiue roe your pardon fir, I haue done you wrong. 
But pardon't as you are aGen lemin, this prefence knowes. 
And you muft needs haue heatd,how I am puniftic 
With a lore diftra&ion : what 1 haue done 
That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake I heere proclaime was madneffe,. 

VI J\ Hamlet wronged Laertes t neuer Hamlet, 

If Hamlet from himfelfe be tane away. 

And when he's not himfelfe, doe’s, wrong Laertes^ 

Then Hamlet doe's it not, Hamlet denies it, 

Who does it then? his madneffe. Ift be fo. 



Hamlet is of the faftion that is wronged, 

His madneffe is poorc Hamlets enemie. 

Let my declaiming from a purpos’d euill, 

Free me fo farre in your moil generous thoughts 
That Ihaue foot my Arrow ore the houfe 
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And hurt my brot her. 

Laer. I am fatisficd in nature, m 

Whole motiue in this cafe fbould fibre me moft 
To my reuenge,but in my tearmes of honor 
I fl and aloofc, and will no reconcilement. 

Till by fome elder MaRersofknowne honour 
I haue a voice and president of peace 
To my name vngor’d : but all that time 
I doc receine your offered loue, like loue, 

And will not wrong it. 

Ham. I imbrace it freely, and will this brothers wager 
frankly play. 

Giue vs the Foiles. 

La;r, Come, one for me. 

Ham. lie be your foil t Laertes, in mine ignorance 
Your skill fhall like a ftarre i'th darkell night 
Stick fiery of indeed. 

Laer. You mock me fir. 

Ham . No by this hand. 

Xfog.Giue them the foiles yong OJlm^coimHam. 

You know the wager. 

Ham. Very well my Lord. 

Your Grace has laid the oddes a’th weaker fide. 

Kmg. I doe not feare it, 1 haue feene you both, 
Butfince he is better, we haue therefore oddes. 

Laer. This is to hcauy : let me fee another. 

Ham. This likes me well, thefe foiles haue alia length. 
Oftr. I my good Lord. 

King. Set me the (loops of wine vpon the table, 

If Hamlet giue the firft orfecond hit. 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire. 

The King fhall dtinkc to Hamlets better breath, 

And in the cup an Onix (hall he throw. 

Richer then that which foure fuceffiuc Kings 
In Denmarkes Crowne haue wornc : giue mathe cups, 

‘ And. l.et the Kettle to the Trumpet fpcake. 

The Trumpet to the Cannonecre without, 

The Canons to cheHeauenSjtheHeaucns toEarth, 



Now 



Trumpets 
the while .' 



Prince o/Denrtiarke? 

Now the Kins diinkes to Harriet, come begin. 

And youtl e iu. ges beareawaric eye. 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Bam. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. lodgement. 

Oilr. A hit, a very palpable hit c Drum, Trumpets anafbot 
Laer- Well, againe. Flourijh, a Pc ecu goes ejf » 

Khg. Stay, giue me drink, Hamlet this Pearle is tbine, 
Hcere’sto thy health, giue him the cup. 

Ham. He play this bout firft, fet it by a while 
Come, another hit. What fay you ? 

Laer. Idoeconfeft. 

King. Our fonne fhall winne. 

Qwe. He’s fat and fcant of breath. 

Heeve Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes, 

The Queene carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King. Gertrard, doe not drinke. 

Q£ec. I will my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

King. Itisthepoyfnedcup,it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and fayS 

Quee. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer ; My Lord,Ile hit him now. 

King. I doe not think’r. 

Laer. And yet it is almoft againft my confciencej ^ t 
Ham . Come for the third Laertes, you doe but dally* 

I pray you paffe with your beft violence 
I am fure you make a wanton of me 
Laer. Say you fo come on. 

Ofir. Nothing neither way. 

later. Haue at you now* .. - . h -i 

King. Part them, they are incenft. 

Ham. Nay come againe. . 

Oftr. Lcoke to the Queene,there hoe. 

Hora. They bleed on both fiaes,how is k my Lord? 

OSr. Howi RLaertes? „ , „ 

laer. Why as a Woodcock to mine owne fpringe. OJlrtek, 
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The T ragedie e/Hamlef 

I am iuflly kild with mine owne treachery. 

HWw.How does the Qtieene? 

Kwg.She founds to fee them bleed. 

52?e.No,no,the drink, the drink, O my deare Ham, 
The drinkjthe drink, I am poyfned. 

Ham. O villaine ! hoe let the dore be lock’s. 
Treachery, feek it out. 

Lacr.lt is here Hamlet thou art flaine, 

No medccine in the world can do thee good. 

In thee there is nothalfe an houreslife. 

The treacherous instrument is in my hand 
Vnbated and enuenom’d, the foule praftife 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me,loehere I lye 
Neuer to rife againe : thy mother’s poyfned, 

1 am no more, the King, the Kings too blame. 

Ha.The point enuenom’d to, then venom to thy work 
«xd7/.Trcafon,treafon. 

King.O yet defend me friends, I am but hurt. 
Ham.Hetc thou inceftious damned ‘Dane, 

Drink of this potion, is the Onixe here i 
Follow my mother. 

Laer.He is iuftly ferued.it is a poifon temperd by him- 
Exchange forgiUeneffe with me noble Hamlet, (felfe 

Mine and my fathers death come not vpon thee, 

Nor thine on me. 

Ham. Heauen make thee free of it, I follow thee ; 

I am dead Horatio,vttc tched Queene adiew. 

You that lookepale and tremble at this chance. 

That are but mutes, or audience to this aft. 

Had I but time as this fell Sergeant Death 
Is ftri& in his arreft. O I could tell you l 
But let it be ; Horatio I am dead. 

Thou liueft, ‘report me and my caufe aright 
To the vnfatisfied. 

Hora. Neuer beleeue it; 

I am more aa antike Roman then a Date. 

Heer’s yet fome liquor left. 

Ham. th’art a man 

Giue me the cup, let goe,by heauen He hate. 
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Prince d/Benmarke. 

O God Heratio ! what a wounded name 
Things Banding thus vnknowne, (hall I leaue behind me ? 

If thou didft euer hold me in thy heart, 

Abfeut thee from felicity a while, 

And in this harfh world draw thy breath in paine • A march a 

To tell my ft°ty : what warlike noife is this ? farrcojjf. 

Eater O/rick, 

Ofr. ItoimgFortmhraJfe with conqueft come from 'Poland, 
Th’Embafladors of England gluts this warlike tolly. 

Ham. O I die Heratio, 

The potent poyfon quite ore-growes tny fpirit, 

I cannot liue to heare the ne wes from England, 

But I doprophefie the ele&ion lights 
On Fortin brafft Me has my dying voyce, 

So tell him with th’occOrrants more and lelTe 
Which haue folicitcd,thc reft is filence. 

Hora. Now cracks a noble heart, good night fweet 
And flight of Angels finge thee to thy reft. (Prince, 

Why dooes the drum come hether f 

' Enter Fortinbra/fejoitb the Embajfadcrt. 

Fortin. Where is this fight ? 

Hora. What is it you would fee ? 

If ought of woe, or Woader,ccafe your feateb. 

Fortin, This quarry cries on hauock,0 proud death 
What feaft is toward in thine eternall cell. 

That thou fo many Princes at a fhot 
So bloudiiy haft ftrooke ? 

Embaf. The fight is difmall 
And our affaires from England come too late. 

The earns are fenceleffe that (hould giue vs heating, 

To tell him his commandemenr is fulfill’d. 

That Rofencraut and Gujlden(lcrne are dead, 

Where fhould we haue our thanks ? 

Hora. Not ftom his mouth 
Had it th’ability of life to thanke you ; * 

He neuer gaue commandement for tbcit death | 

But fince fo jump rpon this bloody queftion 
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T he T ntgcdie of Hamlet 
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You from the T*/ 4 »c^wai res,an<l you from England 
Are here atrlued.giue order that thefe bodies 
High on adage be placed so the view, - S; 

And let roe fpcak,to th’yet vnknowing world ti •;» ■ 

How thefe things came about ;fo (hall you heare 
Of cruell.bloody and vnnaturall a&s. 

Of accidentall iudgcments, cafuall fl ughters, 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and for no caufe, 

And in this vpfhot,purpofes roiftooke, 

Falne on the Inuenters heads ; all this can I 
Jruelydeliuer. , A : 

Fort. Let vs haft to heare it, 

And call the nobleft to the audience, • . t. :o., 

For me with forrow I embrace my fortune, 

I baue fome rights of memory in this Kingdoms 
Which now to cleime my vantage doth inuite me* 

Hora. Of that I (hall haue alfo caufc to fpeake, 

And from his mouth, whole voice wil draw no raorc,, 

But let this fame be prefentiy perform’d 

Euen while mens mindes arc wildc , leaft more mif- 
On plots and errors happen. chance 

Fort. Letfoure Captaincs -w 

Bcare Hamlet like a Souldier to the ftage, v . 

For he was likely ,had he been put on, 

To haue proued moft royall ; and for his patlage,. 

The Souldiers roufick aqdtherighc ofwarre .CUp 
Speake loudly for him : , 

Take vp the bodies, fuch a fight as this, . ^ * 

Becomes the field, but here ftiowcs much amme. r 
Goc bid the Souldicrs (boor, Exmu 

t on.rooj a.uco tro vl auobnA 
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